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PRICE  25  CENTS 


Italian  Marble  ••Lifetime"  Desk 
Fountain  Pen  Set,  $37.00 


Identify  the  Lifetime 

pen  by  this 

white  dot 


H 


Oval  Crystal  Glass 
"Lifetime"  Desk 
Fountain  Pen 
Set,  $19.00 


Jet  Glass  "Lifetime"  Desk 
Fountain  Pen  Set.  $17.00 


Sheaffer  gave  the  world 

its  writing  instruments 

of  real  beauty 

Pioneers  in  elegance!  SheafFer's  Lifetime 
desk  fountain-pen  set  has  brought  to  the 
work-places  of  the  world  a  new  efficiency. 
It  is  a  convenience  that  is  now  greatly 
needed  in  every  office  and  home.  Always 
ready  for  instant  service,  responding  to  the 
lightest  touch, a  handsome  ornament, this  first 
pioneer  quickly  became  a  desk  necessity. 

At  better  dealers  everywhere 

SHEAFFER'S 

*^   PENS'  PENCILS'   SKRI  P^^ 

W.  A.  SHEAFFER  PEN  CO.  OF  CANADA,  Limited 

60-62  FRONT  ST.  WEST,  TORONTO 


Blue  Cap 

Leads 
20  cents 


<£>. 
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/  WIN  THE  $85000  CASH  PRIZE  in  This  \ 
Wonderful  EVANGELINE  lA£  CONTEST 


Pick  out 

all  the 

objects 

you  can 

find 

starting 

with 

"E" 


Anyone  can 

enter  this 

simple 


contest  l$3S&^^V 


Over  100 

people   will 

receive 

prizes 


ALL  YOU  HAVE  TO  DO  IS  TO  LOOK  VERY  CAREFULLY  AT  THE  PICTURE 
WITH  "E."  FOR  INSTANCE,  YOU  WILL  SEE  "EVANGELINE,"  "EGG-CUP," 
LOOKING   YOU    WILL    AT    ONCE    RECOGNIZE    MANY    MORE. 

Frankly,  this  contest  is  being  run  to  make 
Evangeline  Ginger  Ale  known  to  more  people. 
There  are  no  strings  or  hard  conditions. 
Anyone  may  enter.  As  you  will  see  by  read- 
ing the  detailed  prize  list,  you  may  qualify 
for  the  $20  cash  prize  without  making  any 
purchase.  To  qualify  for  the  $100  cash  prize, 
enclose  6  Evangeline  Pale  Dry  bottle  caps 
(flattened  out)  with  your  letter.  To  compete 
for  the  $250  prize,  send  in  12  bottle  caps 
(flattened  out).  To  qualify  for  the  large  cash 
prize  of  $850,  send  in  24  bottle  caps  (flattened 
out)  with  your  answer.  You  and  your  family 
will  enjoy  a  happy  hour  or  two  working  out 
this  fascinating  contest.  You  will  probably 
find     it     still     more     enjoyable     if     you     refresh 


Evangeline  Contest—  PRIZE  LIST 

If  no 

If  6                  If  12 

If  24 

bottle 

bottle               bottle 

bottle 

caps  are 

caps  are          caps  are 

caps  are 

sent  in 

sent  in             sent  in 

sent  in 

1st 

$20.00 

$100.00            $250.00 

$850.00 

2nd 

15.00 

40.00                100.00 

350.00 

3rd 

10.00 

20.00                  50.00 

200.00 

4th 

5.00 

10.00                  30.00 

100.00 

5th 

3.00 

5.00                  15.00 

40.00 

Next 

T 
best   35  competitors  will   receive  a 

hamper  of 

6 

bottles  of 

Evangeline  each. 

tNext 

best   35   competitors   will  receive   a 

case  of    1 

(1 

>z.  bottles 

of  Evangeline  each. 

tNext 

best   35   competitors  will   receive   a 

case   of   2 

doz.  bottles 

of  Evangeline  each. 

ABOVE   AND   PICK   OUT   ALL   THE    VISIBLE    OBJECTS    STARTING 
"ELEPHANT,"     "ELK''     RIGHT     AWAY,     AND    AS     YOU     GO     ON 


yourselves  from  time  to  time  with  a  cooling 
glass  of  Evangeline  Pale  Dry  Ginger  Ale — 
the  ginger  ale  with  the  different  flavour,  that 
comes    from    the   land   of    Evangeline. 

0ut-of-Town  Contestants 

You  are  fully  entitled  to  compete  for  this 
contest.  If  you  wish  to  qualify  for  one  of 
the  larger  prizes,  send  along  your  bottle  caps. 
If  your  dealer  cannot  supply  you  with  Evan- 
geline, send  us  his  name  and  address,  together 
with  $0.90  for  6  bottles,  $1.80  for  12  bottles 
or  $3.60  for  24  bottles,  and  your  order  will  be 
filled  by  return.  The  receipt  we  will  send  you 
will  enable  you  to  qualify  for  the  Evangeline 
contest. 


HERE    ARE    THE    RULES   OF   THE    CONTEST: 


I.  Any  resident  of  Ontario  who  is  not  an  employee  (or  a  member  of  an 
employee's  family)  of  M.  \V.  Graves  &  Co.,  of  Messrs.  Singer  &  Elliott, 
or  R.  C.  Smith  &  Son,  may  submit  an  answer. 

All    .-:;       ■        must   be   mailed    and   addressed    to    the   "Evangeline    Contest 

artment,  care  of  Messrs.  Singer  &  Elliott.  Room  51.  Foy  Building, 
Toronto   2.   Out.."   before  midnight,  September  -8th. 

.11  lists  of  names  submitted  should  be  written  on  one  side  of  the  paper 
only  anil  numbered  consecutively  1,  2,  3.  4,  etc.  Write  your  full  name 
and  address  in  the  upper  right  hand  corner.  If  you  desire  to  write  any- 
thing else,  use  a  separate  sheet  or  ynur  entry  will  be  disqualified. 

'•  ly  s,,ch  words  as  appear  in  the  English  dictionary  will  be  counted. 
Do   '  -..lete  words.      Where   the   plural  is  used,  the   singular  cannot 

be  counted,  and  vice  versa. 
■  .    Words   of   the    same   spelling   can    only    be   used    once,   even    though    used 

lesignate   different   obji  articles   or   parts   of   objects    or   articles. 

An  object   or  article   can   be  named   only   once. 

Send  in  Your  Efforts  to       SINGER  & 


6.    The  answer  having  the  largest   number  and   greatest  percentage  of   names 

of    visible    articles    and    objects    shown    in    the    picture    that    begin    with    the 

letter  "E"  will   be  awarded   first   prize.      Neatness,  style  or  handwriting  have 

no   bearing  upon  deciding  the  winners. 

".    In    the    event    of    a    tie    for    any    prize    offered,    the    prize    will    be    ill    i<!<  'I 

pro   rata. 

8.   Three  prominent  Toronto  citizens  having  no  connection   with   any   of   the 

firms    named    in    Rule    1    will    be    selected    to    act    as    judges    to    decide    the 

winners,    and    participants    agree    to    accept    the    finding    of    the    judges    as 

final   and    conclusive. 

!).   The  judges   will   meet  at   the   close   of   the   contest,   and    announcement   of 

the   prize   winners   and    correct   list   of   words   will    be   published   in    this    papi 

about   four   weeks  after  the   conclusion   of  the  contest. 

10.   Contestants   may  send    in   more   than   one   answer,   but  each   answer  will 

be  considered  separately  in  relation  to  the  prizes,  and  only  the  best  answer 

counted. 

ELLIOTT 


The  Ontario  Distributors  of 


\ 


EVANGELINE  PALE  DRY  GINGER  ALE 

CONTEST  DEPT.,  ROOM  51,  FOY  BLDG.,  TORONTO 

NOTE   TO   THE   TRADE: 
IF     YOU      ARE      NOT      YET      HANDLING     EVANGELINE     PALE     DRY,     RING     UP 
ADELAIDE   5405-6   OR  WRITE  TO   SINGER   &   ELLIOTT   AT   81    ADELAIDE   ST.   W. 
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Does  Mush  Fiction  Bore  You? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


T  TAVE  you  a  hate  on  the  happy 
A  -*■  ending?  Have  you  convictions  on 
style?  Does  the  talk  go  on  until  the 
small  hours  of  the  morning  in  your 
rooms  about  how  to  write? 

Then  you  will  like  Vanitv  Fair. 

Celebrated  satirists  and  essayists  write 
for  Vanity  Fair,  unhampered  by  having 
to  cater  to  a  million  G-6  intelli- 
gences. Masters  of  the  art  of  impression 
—  such  as  Paul  Morand,  Ferenc  Mol- 
nar,  Sherwood  Anderson  —  contribute 
stretches  of  jeweled  language.  The 
younger  poets  are  in  its  pages  —  first. 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  corned  y  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special   photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
i  s  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  the  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Gol  f :  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies :  Hollywood 's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-hl 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed .  College 
preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  eaco_ 
phone,  saxophone.  Per. 
sonalities  and  notori 
eties.  Critiques.  Pho" 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports :  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  ama- 
teur and  professional ; 
turf  and  track.  By 
those  who  lead  the  field 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  jLions  photo- 
graphed  with   their 

manes. 

Motor     Cars:     Speed, 

safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 

World     Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


There's  No  Better  Way 
to  Keep  Up 

VANITY  FAIR  lives  in  the  World  affairs  are  also  covered, 
midst  of  Art  and  Life.  Sports  are  chronicled — particu- 
Whatever  is  new  in  any  of  the  lar  attention  is  paid  to  golf, 
arts — literature,  music,  sculp-  Bridge  is  discussed  in  its  most 
ture,  painting,  the  drama,  the  intricate  technicalities  by  ex- 
movies  —  gravitates  naturally  perts. 


into  Vanity  Fair's  pages. 

Whenever  there  is  a  new  tech- 
nique, a  new  trend  of  thought, 
a  new  school  of  brilliant  young 
rebels,  it  is  noted,  weighed,  and 
measured  in  the  pages  of  the 
current  Vanity  Fair. 


Clothes  as  worn  by  gentlemen 
in  London  and  New  York 
are  reviewed  —  considerable 
space  being  devoted  to  the  best 
type  of  thing  worn  in  leading  * 
colleges.  News  of  the 
nightclubs  appears. 


/ 


/ 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 

Open  to  new  subscribers  only 

)igny  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now!  -' 
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NUMBER   1 


Lines  Written  in  a  Moment  of  Uncertainty 

ompelling  eyes  and   Titian  hair.      When  first  I  gazed  upon  you  there 

Beneath — upon — when  first  I  met 
You,  mistress  of  the  raven  hair, 
I  promised — promised — I  forget. 


Resplendent  creature,  you  who 
came 
To  cheer  my  life.    Divinely  fair, — 
My  own,  my  darling  what's  your 
name. — - 


My    Clarabelle — no,    Jessamine, 
— Well,  anyhow,  alluring  sprite, 
My  precious  love,  my  maid  divine, 
My  Eleanora  (No,  not  quite) — 
My  Eleanor  (no,  that's  not  right) 

You  whom  they  call,  ah,  whom 
they   call 

And  whom  we  call.  Why  shouldn't 
we? 

Whose  eyes  and  golden  hair  en- 
thrall 

Pray,  smile  upon  my  suit  to  thee. 


How  fondly  I  recall  the  dress 
That  graced  your  sylph-like  form! 

It   had 
The  colour  of — er — loveliness 
And   fascination   (Not  so   bad!) 

So,   Alice,    Doris, — gracious   maid, 
Since  life  is  short  and  love  is  blind, 
Let's  face  the  future  unafraid, 
Pray,     let     us,     dear, — oh,     never 
mind. 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 


m 


The  Man   Who   Writes   French 

Composition    Books    Gets    a 

Radio  Set  for  His  Family 

(1)  The  radio  set  which  I  have 
bought  is  now  here.  (2)  The  large 
loudspeaker  is  noisier  than  the 
small  earphones.  (3)  What  station 
was  that?  (4)  While  you  are  turn- 
ing the  dial  it  is  difficult  to  hear. 
(5)  Get  me  Chicago,  Montreal, 
and  Cuba.  (6)  The  man  who  is 
describing  the  ball  game  is  more 
interesting  than  the  man  who  is 
talking     about      turnip      planting. 

(7)  The  dance  music  is  not  good. 

(8)  If  the  static  were  less  the  pro- 
gramme would  be  better.  (9)  Give 
me  my  hammer.  (10)  See,  I  have 
broken  the  pretty  tubes  and  the 
batteries  also.  — w.  w.  scott. 


GEE  WILKENS.  BILL!     RUN!     THAT  OLD  GEEZER  JUST  WENT  AND  GOT  HIMSELF  STUNG  BY  A  HORNET! 


OglBILQfia 


if  1i~  R^  «W*rt-  Jl  V*~- 


A     PROCESS    server    has    sued 

Gloria    Suianson    for    $25,000 

damages    for    slapping    him.       For 

half  that  amount  she  could  k^ck  us 

in  the  face. 

*  *        * 

QHICAGO  wants  the  world  to  for- 
get   its   past   troubles.      Let   by- 
guns  be  byguns. 

*  *        * 

JJAVID  A.  HO  AG  of  Canandai- 
gua  thinks  he  is  the  original 
Andy  Gump  and  therefore  sues  Sid- 
ney Smith  for  a  million  dollars  dam- 
ages. He  claims  to  be  the  owner  of 
the  face   that    launched   a   thousand 

strips. 

*  *        * 

CANDIDATE  Hoover  has  re- 
ceived from  admirers  the  left 
hind  foot  of  a  rabbit,  a  drinking  mug 
in  which  his  face  is  used  as  a  design, 
and  a  silk  handkerchief  with  his 
portrait  painted  in  the  centre.  In 
spite  of  this,  Mr.  Hoover  is  deter- 
mined to  go  on  with  the  campaign. 

*  *        * 

1A/E  arc  still  waiting  for  the  first 
report    of    a    leap    year    com- 
panionate marriage  proposal. 

*  #        * 

AN  official  of  the     W.C.T.U.    has 

come  out  against  bridge.      The 

ladies  have  decided  to  put  down  the 

demon   rum  first,   however,   and  not 

cross  bridge  till  they  come  to  it. 

*  #        * 

A  MAN was  excused  from  jury  duty 
because    he    Was    terribly     sun- 
burned.    We'd  have  said  that  a  man 
ignorant    enough    to    get    that    Way 
would  make  a  swell  juryman. 

*  *        * 

ACCORDING  to  official  reports 
from  the  United  States,  the 
talkies  are  increasing  rapidly  in 
popularity.  Unofficial  reports  are 
that  the  speakjes  in  that  country  are 
doing  well  too. 

*  *        * 

A     SCIENTIST    says     that    the 

ancient  Britons  played  a  game 

that  bore  a  slight  resemblance  to  golf. 

This   modern   Briton    is  true   to   the 

old  tradition. 


AN  unusual  number  of  heat  pros- 
trations have  been   reported  this 
summer.       This    docs    not     include 
cases  of  people  being  frozen  to  death 
in  the  movie  theatres. 

*  *        * 

AN  authority  fears  that  marathon 
dancers  run  the  risk,  of  becoming 
insane.     Don't  be  a  sil! 

#  *         * 

J\J  OW    what    do    you    pronounce 
Gene  Tunney's  name  to  rhyme 
with? 

#        #        * 

V  TRUCK  down  by  a  motor  car,  a 

pedestrian     recently     rolled     in 

front    of    another,    the    latter    driver 

taking  the  blame.     This  is  all  wrong. 

Motorists    should    remember    that    a 


pedestrian    is   not   lost   till  he   stops 

rolling. 

*        *        # 

IT  is  reported  that  a  German  lady 
can  hold  a  chain  between  her 
teeth  while  eleven  men  pull  on  it 
without  moving  her  an  inch.  Is  that 
nice?     Is  that  ladylike? 

\J  ATIVES  in  some  parts  of  India 
have  a  habit  of  lying  down  to 
sleep  on  the  railway  lines.  The  re- 
port does  not  say  whether  or  not  they 
are  more  successful  than  those  who 
try  it  in  Canada. 

FN    Cologne    a  financial     magnate 
married  a   poor     telephone   oper- 
ator who  put  a  call  through  quickly 
for  him.     Sounds  like  a  fairy  tale. 
— JOHN  CASLON 


FRU^S  *  ^ 


-GRMWN 


MOMMA-   •WHAT  DO  YOU  SAY  TO  THE  NICE  MAN   WHO 
GAVE  YOU  THE  APPLE.  GERTRUDE?" 
GERTRUDE:  "PEEL  IT!" 
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Could  I  Help? 

By  BEATRICE  REDPATH 


Another  episcde  from  the  hectic  life  of  Clarice 
Montague,  the  little  girl  who  was  so  shy  and 
whose  experiences  as  related  in  our  June  Issue 
have  necessitated  a  further  narrative  from  the 
pen  of  the  same  gifted  authoress. 


ELL,  it  all  started 
the  evening  Blair 
Lewis  told  me  how 
unsympathetic  his 
father  had  been  be- 
cause he  had  failed 
again  in  his  exams.  I  told  him 
there  was  no  understanding  par- 
ents, for  it  was  right  after  my  affair 
with  Billy  Carter  when  Dad  had 
refused  to  let  Billy  give  me  a  ring, 
so  of  course  there  being  no  ring 
there  could  be  no  engagement. 
That  was  how  I  understood  how 
Blair  felt  about  parents,  although 
as  far  as  poor  old  Dad  is  concerned 
it's  only  a  lack  of  insight  on  his 
part  when  we  disagree,  for  he's  a 
dear  old  thing  and  does  make  an 
effort  to  keep  up  with  the  times. 
And  then  I  try  to  keep  him 
au  fait  with  what's  going  on  in 
the  world.  So  the  poor  old  dear 
doesn't  lag  too  far  behind. 

But  when  Blair  told  me  that 
Mr.  Lewis  had  said  that  Blair's 
brain  was  exactly  like  the  map  in 
the  "Hunting  of  the  Snark" — a 
perfect  and  absolute  blank — I  felt 
so  sorry  and  so  sympathetic  to 
think  of  anyone  being  burdened 
with  such  a  parent,  that  I  just  put 
my  head  down  on  his  shoulder  and 
said,  "Could  I  help?" 

Blair   seemed    to    think    I    could 


to  Blair,  "Well,  I  sup- 
pose my  reputation's 
done  for — sitting  out 
here  so  late  after 
the  house  has  been 
locked  up  with  a  man 
I'm  not  even  engaged 
to."  And  Blair  said 
that  of  course  v\e 
were  engaged,  but 
perhaps  he  had  better 
see  if  there  wasn't  a 
window  he  could  open 
so  I  could  get  in,  it 
being  a  pity  to  bring 
Dad  down  stairs — 
and  he  being  rather 
off  all  parents  for  the 
time  being. 

Well,  that  was 
quite  all  right,  and  I 
told  Blair,  as  I  was 
through  the  pantry  window,  that 
he  might  as  well  look  at  engage- 
ment rings,  but  we  would  not  say 
anything  about  it  just  yet  on 
account  of  Dads  having  behaved 
as  he  did  about  Billy's  ring.  So 
Blair  said  that  would  be  fine, 
for  he  didn't  feel  much  like  telling 
his  father  about  our  engagement 
at  this  moment. 

Everything  would  have  gone 
beautifully  if  it  hadn't  been  for 
Pete     Reynolds.         You      see, 


I  JUST  PUT  MY  HEAD  DOWN  ON  HIS  SHOULDER 
AND  SAID.    'COULD  I  HELP,"" 


squeezing 


and  he  got  quite  happy  again  and     happened     to     have     supper     with 


forgot  about  his  father's  sad   lack 
of  savoir  faire. 

And  after  a  while  it  got  later 
and  later  while  we  sat  out  in  the 
hammock  and  I  saw  dad  come  out 
and  look  for  me  and  heard  his 
calling  "Clarice — Clarice."  And 
Blair    said,    "I    guess    he's    calling 


him  at  a  dance  just  after  his  en- 
gagement to  Daisy  Boyd  had  been 
broken  off.  Pete  was  feeling  ter- 
ribly blue  and  making  the  most 
cynical  and  awful  remarks  about 
women.  "They're  jellyfish,"  he 
said  bitterly,  "with  no  more  feel- 
ings And    I    felt   sorry    to   see 


you."     And   I  said,  "I   suppose  he  anyone  so  young  becoming  such  a 

is."     And  then  Dad  went  in  and  I  cynic,  so  I  just  put  my  head  down 

heard  him  lock  the  front  door,  so  on    his    shoulder    and    said    softly, 

he  must  have  thought  I   had  gone  "Could  I  help?" 

to  bed.     And  after  a  while   I   said  At   first   Pete   didn't   seem   very 


sure  about  that  since  he  had  vowed 
he  would  have  nothing  more  to  do 
with  women — but  after  a  while 
and  he  had  had  another  cocktail 
or  so  he  seemed  to  think  perhaps 
I  could.  And  then  I  couldn't  ex- 
plain that  I  had  only  meant  it  in 
a  perfectly  platonic  way,  because 
I  saw  he  hadn't  understood  what 
way  I  meant  to  help,  and  he  was 
taking  it  for  granted  that  I  meant 
we  might  be  engaged.  And  of 
course  when  a  man  has  had  his 
heart  broken  once,  no  girl — at 
least  no  decent  girl — feels  like 
breaking  it  again.  So  I  didn't  say 
anything  about  Blair  and  when 
Pete  took  me  home  he  said  in  the 
most  wonderful  way  he  believed 
he  had  made  a  mistake  in  judg- 
ment and  there  were  some  girls 
who  weren't  just  jellyfish. 

So  I  couldn't  help  feeling  I  had 
helped  even  if  it  was  going  to  be 
awkward  for  me.  Before  he  left  I 
said  if  he  was  thinking  about  a 
ring  he  could  postpone  it,  since 
pcor   old    Dad   had   such   perfectly 
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bizarre  notions  about  men  giving 
me  rings — even  the  men  I  am  en- 
gaged to.  So  Pete  said  that  would 
be  all  right  as  his  credit  wasn't  too 
good  at  the  moment,  Daisy  having 
demanded  so  much  in  the  way  of 
flowers  and  sweets.  He  said  he 
hadn't  been  able  to  give  Daisy  a 
ring  and  that  was  the  reason  it 
had  been  broken  off. 

I  told  him  I  didn't  care  much 
about  sweets  and  flowers,  there 
always  being  plenty  around  the 
house,  and  he  said  he  was  glad  to 
think  there  was  one  girl  in  the 
world  who  wasn't  greedy.  So  I 
saw  I  had  restored  his  faith  in 
women  and  I  felt  quite  happy 
about  that  and  knew  Dad  would 
be  too,  for  he's  always  telling  me 
that  a  woman  should  be  an  in- 
spiration to  a  man — rather  than  a 
dissipation — if  you  know  what  I 
mean. 

Everything  was  going  on  well 
for  they  could  come  to  see  me, 
turn  about,  until  the  night  Dad 
brought  Beauty  Adair  home  one 
night  for  dinner.  It  seemed  that 
Dad  and  Mr.  Adair  had  been  old 
friends  and  Dad  had  said  he'd  ask 
Beauty  to  the  house  occasionally 
to  keep  him  from  being  lonely  in 
a  strange  city.  Of  course,  the 
reason   he  was  nicknamed   Beauty 


I  saw  at  once  was  because  he  was 
so  dreadfully  ugly,  but  it  was  the 
sort  of  ugliness  that  makes  you 
look  again  and  again  to  make  sure 
he  was  really  as  ugly  as  you 
thought  him. 

After  dinner,  when  Dad  had 
gone  to  the  library,  I  took  Beauty 
out  to  the  hammock  and  asked 
him  to  tell  me  why  he  was  called 
Beauty.  He  said  it  was  because 
he  was  so  ugly,  he  supposed — and 
I  agreed  with  him  that  that  must 
be  the  reason.  He  said  that  at 
school  he  had  always  been  teased 
and  the  same  at  college.  He  told 
me  how  some  of  his  friends  had 
got  hold  of  an  organ  grinders 
monkey  and  put  it  in  his  room 
with  a  tag  attached  to  it,  saying 
twins  shouldn't  be  separated. 

He  laughed  a  lot  when  he  was 
telling  me  and  didn't  seem  to 
mind,  but  I  understood  that  he 
was  only  being  brave,  so  I  felt  so 
sorry  and  sympathetic  that  I  just 
put  my  head  down  on  his  shoulder 
and  said,  "Could  I  help?" 

He  said  that  would  be  wonder- 
ful and  that  he  had  never  dreamed 
that  anyone  who  was  as  easy  to 
look  at  as  I  was  would  care  to  be 
engaged  to  him.  I  said  looks 
weren't  everything  and  that  many 
a   noble   heart — but   that   we   had 


better  keep  our  engagement  secret 
for  a  time  as  I  had  one  or  two 
little  things  on  my  mind  at  the 
moment.  He  said  that  would  be 
all  right  as  he  also  had  one  or  two 
little  things  on  his  mind. 

So  we  had  the  nicest  sort  of 
evening  and  I  told  Dad  if  he  had 
any  more  friends  with  sons  I 
wouldn't  mind  giving  up  an  even- 
ing now  and  then  to  help  him  out. 
And  Dad  thanked  me  and  said  he 
appreciated  how  I  had  helped  him. 

But  you  can  see  it  would  be 
hard  to  arrange  my  evenings  now 
for  each  of  them  seemed  to  think 
they  had  a  monopoly  on  me,  so  I 
began  to  wonder  what  could  be 
done  about  it.  I  thought  of  asking 
poor  old  Dad,  since  he's  supposed 
to  have  brains  what  he  would  do 
in  a  situation  of  this  sort — and 
then  I  seemed  to  think  that  he 
wouldn't  be  able  to  cope  with  it — 
for  I  remembered  how  his  brain 
had  almost  given  way  over  that 
simple  little  affair  of  Billy  Carter. 
So  I  knew  he  wouldn't  be  any 
help. 

Things  got  worse  and  worse  and 
I  seemed  to  spend  my  whole  time 
at  the  telephone  inventing  ex- 
cuses, so  I  saw  that  something 
would  have  to  be  done  or  my 
nerves   would   give   way   with    the 
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strain.  I  decided  that  the  only 
thing  to  do  was  to  elope. 

Then  came  the  important  ques- 
tion which  one  I  should  elope  with. 
I  couldn't  decide  that,  so  I  wrote 
to  each  of  them  saying  that  some- 
thing had  come  up  in  my  life 
which  forced  me  to  elope,  and  that 
sharp  at  eight  o'clock  on  Thursday 
evening  I  would  be  waiting  on  the 
side  verandah.  Whichever  came 
first,  of  course,  would  be  the  one. 
The  other  two  would  have  to  bear 
their  disappointment  as  well  as 
they  could,  and  I  only  hoped  there 
would  be  no  suicides,  for  I  knew 
that  would  upset  poor  old  Dad 
dreadfully. 

Thursday  evening  came  and  I 
wrote  a  note  to  Dad  and  left  it  in 
the  library,  saying  I  was  eloping 
and  he'd  have  to  forgive  me  since 
something  had  come  up  in  my  life 
which  forced  me  to  take  this  step. 
I  knew  he  was  going  to  a  Director's 
dinner  Thursday  evening,  so  that 
was  why  I  chose  Thursday. 

After  dinner  I  went  out  to  the 
side  verandah  to  wait,  feeling 
dreadfully  nervous  in  case  the 
whole  three  of  them  should  arrive 
together.  For  that  would  be  a 
serious  complication. 

I  wasn't  feeling  very  happy 
about  it,  for  something  upsetting 
had  happened  that  day.  I  had 
got  a  letter  from  Suzanne  Moore 
from  Baltimore,  saying  her  cousin 
Paul  was  coming  to  Toronto  and 
that  he  was  a  perfect  peach  and 
he  was  crazy  to  meet  me.  I  kept 
remembering  and  remembering 
how  attractive  Suzanne  was  and 
wondering  if  her  cousin  was  at  all 
like  her — but  of  course  it  was  no 
use  thinking  about  it  since  I  was 
eloping  at  any  moment.  I  felt 
sorry  to  think  of  the  awful  disap- 
pointment in  store  from  Paul  when 
he  should  find  out  what  had  hap- 
pened. So  I  just  said  "Oh,  life's 
awful,"  and  began  to  wish  and 
wish  I  hadn't  such  a  sympathetic 
nature. 

It  got  later  and  later  and  I 
wondered  what  awful  accident  had 
happened,  for  I  had  said  eight 
o'clock  and  I  heard  the  clock  in 
the  hall  strike  nine.  I  began 
imagining    all    the    most    dreadful 
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things  that  could  have  happened. 
Then  I  telephoned  to  the  police 
station  and  asked  if  any  awful 
thing  had  happened  in  the  last 
hour.  They  said  they  didn't  know 
of  anything.  So  it  seemed  queerer 
and  queerer — and  then  a  maid 
came  to  tell  me  that  a  gentleman 
was  asking  to  see  me  if  it  wasn't 
too  late.  I  said  that  would  be  all 
right  and  he  could  come  out  to 
the  verandah. 

I  knew  it  wasn't  anyone  I  ex- 
pected, for  I  had  said  the  side 
verandah  and  not  to  ring.  And 
then  the  best  looking  man  I  ever 
saw  appeared  in  the  doorway  and 
said,  "I'm  Suzanne's  cousin  and 
she  said  she  was  writing— 

I  could  scarcely  think  for  a 
moment,  I  was  so  astonished  and 
then  I  said,  "You'd  better  come 
and  sit  in  the  hammock  and  let 
me  think,  for  I'm  just  at  the  most 
critical  moment  in  my  life."     And 


I  saw  Suzanne  hadn't  exaggerated 
one  bit,  for  he  was  wonderful  and 
I  thought  how  dreadful  it  would 
have  been  suppose  Beauty  had 
come  first — so  I  just  put  my  head 
down  on  his  shoulder  and  said, 
"Could  you  help?" 

Weddings 

Ham-Meggs 

The  marriage  took  place  recently  of 
Miss  Ellen  A.  Meggs,  daughter  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  Meggs,  of  Paris,  to  Norman 
H.  S.  Ham,  of  Brantford. 
— Social  item  in  the  London  (Eng- 
land) Digest. 

We  are  often  tempted  to  believe 

there  is  something  in  a  name. 

»       *       * 

The  Moreton  Common  girls  do  not 
mind  the  cold  weather,  for  they  go  to 
school  when  the  mercury  is  30  below  zero 
bareheaded  and  their  stockings  rolled 
down  a  distance  of  two  miles. 
— From  a  news  item  in  the  Mont- 
pelier  (Vt.)  Argus. 

They  are  most  likely  the  models 
for  these  new  pictures  in  the  fashion 
books. 
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HIGH  TARIFF  NEEDED 
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August  Reverie  in  a  Sanctum 

^NCE  more  the  Can- 
adian National  Ex- 
hibition   opens    and 


potage  canadien 


all  good  Canadians 
should  remember  it's 
about  ninety  in  the 
shade  and  'way  up  in  Georgian 
Bay  the  water  is  cool  and  green 
under  the  pines.  The  possible 
effect  on  the  waterways  proposi- 
tion, as  far  as  Canada  is  concerned, 
of  a  Republican  victory  in  the 
United  States  should  bring  to  mind 
the  fact  that  it's  only  a  few  hours' 
drive  up  to  Harry's  cottage  on 
Kempenfeldt  Bay  and  the  pave- 
ments of  Adelaide  Street  outside 
are  dancing  in  the  shimmering 
heat.  The  Ku  Klux  Klan  problem 
in  the  west  is  one  that  should  en- 
gage the  attention  of  the  Federal 
government  before  it  is  too  late  to 
stop  those  blinking  rivetters  down 
the  street  on  a  half  a  dozen  build- 
ings. The  success  of  the  attacking 
forces  in  the  dummy  air  raid  on 
London  makes  us  wonder  if  a 
shower  bath  would  help.  Let  us 
not,  in  this  day  of  modern  inven- 
tions, forget  the  plight  of  the  little 
match  girl  out  in  the  snow  in  her 
bare  ffet  and  rags  and  tatters,  with 
the  snow,  the  cold,  the  lovely, 
beautiful,  white,  icy-cold  snow 
coming  down  all  around  the  lucky 
little  devil.  It's  a  tough  proposi- 
tion trying  to  drive  a  typewriter 
on  a  day  like  this.  It's  impossible. 
No  good  idea  can  withstand  the 
depressing  sight  of  the  way  the  ice 
melts  in  the  champagne  pail  beside 
the  waste  paper  basket. 

Fun  for  a  Rainy  Afternoon 

The  latest  dodge  in  one  summer 
colony     is     a     new      fad,     "Death 


Masks.''  First  one's  face 
is  carefully  vaselined  and 
then  a  lot  of  plaster  of 
paris  is  piled  on  and 
allowed  to  harden.  From 
the  mould  any  number  of 
attractive  "Death  Masks," 
suitable  for  Christmas 
gifts  or  door  stops,  may 
be  obtained.  We  positively 
refuse  to  accept  responsibility 
for  complexions  lost  in  this  man- 
ner, not  yet  having  acquired  the 
courage  orplaster  to  try  itourselves. 

Anecdote 

It  may  have  been  a  long  time 
coming,  but  the  story  has  just 
reached  us  concerning  the  three 
London  members  of  an  exclusive 
club  who,  while  sitting  in  the  win- 
dow giving  the  peasants  a  treat, 
observed  a  brightly  colored  motor 
car  flashing  by. 

"I  say,"  said  the  first,  "That's 
a  spiffy  Rolls-Royce." 

Three  quarters  of  an  hour  later 
the  second  turned  to  him  and  said, 
"I  don't  believe  that  was  a  Rolls, 
it  looked  to  me  like  a  Packard." 

Whereupon  the  third  spoke  up 
indignantly,  "If  you  two  chappies 
don't  stop  this  fighting  I  shall  be 
forced  to  leave." 


'I  want  a  book  I  can  lose  myself  in' 


Problem 

The  problem  now  arises  of  what 
to  do  with  Casa  Loma  now  that 
the  hotel  no  longer  functions  as 
such.  It  is  too  ornate  for  a  factory 
and  too  plain  for  a  gas  filling  sta- 
tion. At  present  it  is  serving  a 
useful  purpose  as  a  draw  for 
American  tourists  and  a  subject 
for  colored  souvenir  postcards  (X 
marks  our  room,  having  a  lovely 
time,  wish  you  were  here,  Clarice). 
But  sooner  or  later  all  the  American 
tourists  will  have  seen  Casa  Loma, 
bless  them,  and,  if  something  isn't 
done  about  it  soon,  bit  by  bit  the 
souvenir  hunters  will  have  re- 
moved the  last  vestige  of  the 
stately  pile.  Then  nought  will  re- 
main but  a  few  empty  box  lunch 
containers  and  orange  peels  to 
mark  the  spot  where  once  the  elite 
four  thousand  of  Toronto's  ex- 
clusive Smart  Set  fox-trotted  to 
the  enticing  strains  of  a  Goldkette 
orchestra  under  the  paternal  eye 
and  Mussolini  scowl  of  the  am- 
bitious Ernst.  Alas,  the  grand  old 
days  are  gone  and  Ernst  is  pro- 
bably bouncer  somewhere  else; 
the  young  blades  of  Toronto,  feel- 
ing a  chip  on  the  left  shoulder, 
seek  in  vain  for  someone  to  knock 
it  off  with  the  deft  grace  that 
characterized  the  Handsome  Hun. 
Now  under  the  stars  Casa  Loma 
sits  alone  like  a  lady  whose  boy 
friends  have  gone  with  a  giddier 
gal.  What  to  do?  What  to  do? 
For  a  time  there  was  a  movement 
on  foot  to  raise  the  cash  by  popular 
subscription  to  buy  Casa  Loma 
and  present  it  to  Goblin  as  a  new 
office.  This  movement,  however, 
which  originated  at  about  three  in 
the  morning  among  a  little  group 
of  earnest  men,  petered  out  pretty 
badly  with  the  arrival  of  the  dawn 
and  the  ice  water.  It  was  felt, 
moreover,  that  the  long  flights  of 
steps  were  a  little  too  much  for 
the  editor  at  his  time  of  life,  and 
so  another  ambitious  plan  went 
flooey.  The  whole  proposition  is 
rather  depressing;  the  place  hasn't 
even  a  ghost. 
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The  Olympic  Influence 
IS  there  no  limit  to  this  maga- 
zine's scope?  The  following 
anecdote  comes  all  the  way  from 
Africa.  It  is  vouched  for  by  the 
same  gentleman  who  sold  us  some 
phoney  oil  stock  last  year.  Well, 
anyway,  it  seems  that  there  was  a 
young  Canadian  who  was  per- 
suaded to  join  a  lion  hunting  ex- 
pedition in  darkest  Africa.  Arriv- 
ing in  the  lion  country,  however, 
he  was  suddenly  overcome  with  a 
blue  funk.  His  more  seasoned 
comrades,  taking  pity  on  him,  de- 
cided to  allow  him  to  stay  behind 
and  guard  the  supplies,  while  they 
pushed  on  into  sixty  or  seventy 
miles  further  to  look  for  the  big 
game.  Two  days  passed  and  our 
hero,  who  had  spent  an  uneventful 
period,  was  sitting  on  a  stone  a  few 
rods  from  his  tent,  whittling.  Sud- 
denly he  thought  he  heard  a  rust- 
ling in  the  bushes  and,  looking  up, 
beheld  a  full  grown  and  angry 
looking  lion  staring  at  him.  He 
edged  cautiously  an  inch  or  two 
nearer  to  the  tent  in  an  effort  to 
get  his  rifle  which  lay  on  his  cot. 
The  lion  moved  forward  one  step. 
Again  the  intended  victim  moved 
an  inch.  The  Hon  took  another 
step.  Seeing  that  there  was  no 
profit  in  this,  the  pallid  youth 
made  a  dash  for  the 
tent,  whereupon 
the  lion  rushed 
him.  Just  as  the 
lion  sprang,  the 
young  man  fell, 
and  the  lion  went 
over  his  head. 
He  scrambled  to 
his  feet,  and  as 
the  beast  whirled 
about  to  spring 
again  he  ducked, 
and  once  more 
the  king  of  the, 
jungle  missed  by 
inches  and  landed  sufficiently  far 
on  the  other  side  to  let  the  youth 
gain  the  tent.  There  he  seized  his 
rifle  and  peeped  out  through  the 
tent  flap.  The  lion  was  nowhere 
to  be  seen.  Cautiously  he  crept 
out,  and  there,  believe  it  or  not, 
behind  the  tent  was  the  lion — 
practising  short  jumps. 


Explanation 

AS  the  Twentieth  Century  pulled 
out  for  Chicago  the  other  day 
it  had  among  others  a  Pullman  car 
rejoicing  in  the  name  of  Tulpe- 
hocken.  An  exasperated  matron, 
whose  nursemaid  was  unable  to 
fend  off  the  excited  inquiries  which 
the  lady's  several  small  children 
kept  making,  turned  finally  upon 
them  and  said,  "It  doesn't  mean 
anything.  It's  just  the  Pullman 
Company  trying  to  be  silly." 

Art  Note 

THE  most  popular  movietone 
joke  this  week  is  about  the 
cinema  official  who  decided  there 
would  have  to  be  a  re-take  of  cer- 
tain scenes  at  a  bathing  beach  in 
which  several  of  the  actors  spoke 
lines.  "I  can't,"  explained  the 
objector,  "hear  the  final  k'  in 
'swimming.' 

Looking  Forward 
THE  ever  enterprising  movie  pic- 
ture enterprise  has  pushed 
back  another  barrier.  Now  the 
"movies"  are  passe,  and  the  "talk- 
ies" are  about  to  come  into  their 
own.  This  is  a  forward  looking 
age.  It  behooves  us  all  to  look 
ahead.  What  will  be  next?  Al- 
ready   we    can    see    and    hear    the 


canned  drama.  It  is  unlikely  that 
we  will  ever  be  able  to  feel  it. 
Nevertheless  there  is  one  line  of 
development  which  to  the  best  of 
our  knowledge  has  not  even  been 
mentioned.  We  have  eyes  and 
ears,  but  great  guns,  have  we  not 
noses?  Are  we  poodles  or  men? 
Give  us  the  time  when  we  can  not 
only  see  and  hear  our  favourite 
romance,    but   can   sniff   it.      Yes, 


the  day  of  the  "smellie"  movie  is 
not  far. 

IT  might  be  possible,  in  fact,  to 
evolve  a  theatre  or  odororium 
where  one's  nostrils  could  be 
tempted  by  perfumes  and  aromas 
released  in  pleasing  conjunction  by 
an  organ  after  the  fashion  of  the 
clavilux  in  the  field  of  light  and 
color. 

In  this  entirely  new  mode  of 
artistic  expression  the  possibilities 
are  unlimited.  Smell  poems  of  in- 
effable fragrance  and  anaesthetic 
aestheticism  could  lull  the  smellers 
into  a  nasal  ecstasy.  Then,  of 
course,  after  the  art  had  been 
accepted,  along  would  come  the 
Futurists,  bringing  into  play  such 
bold  combinations  as  roast  beef 
and  jasmine,  corned  beef  and  cab- 
bage and  lilac.  As  we  have  said 
before,  there  is  no  limit  to  the 
possibilities.  It  may  never  be- 
come a  fact.  No  one  may  ever 
invent  a  smellotrope.  But  at  any 
rate,  it  must  be  admitted  that  it 
is  one  smell  idea. 

Welsh  Rarebit  on  a  Summer's 
Day 

"THE  road  into  the  farmyard 
twisted  beneath  tall  elms 
which  caressed  gently  the  top  of 
the  city-dusty  sedan.  At  the  bend 
in  the  stream  by  the  three  willow 
clumps  the  water  burbled  a  silver 
melody  soothing  to  the  ears  of  the 
jaded  journalist  who  dipped  his 
inkstained  fingers  in  the  coolness. 
A  few  rods  away  a  flock  of  geese 
routed  an  indignant  turkey  gob- 
bler in  the  barnyard,  and  the 
breeze  that  idled  over  the  fecund 
fields  was  rich  with  the  tang  of 
stable  and  loft.  The  sun  was  very 
hot.  Crows  in  the  forest  clump 
cried  importunately,  and  a  lady 
bee  hung  doubtfully  above  a  white 
flower  at  the  journalist's  feet. 
And  the  air  was  drowsy. 

In  the  stable  the  old  bay  horse 
munched  rhythmically,  flicked  the 
skin  of  his  shoulder,  tossed  his 
head,  shaking  the  ring  of  his  halter 
cord.  He  was  not  a  very  brown 
horse.  In  fact,  as  the  journalist 
watched  he  seemed  visibly  to  pale 
to  a  creamy  white.     And  there  was 
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no  doubt  about  it,  from  his 
shoulders  there  had  sprouted  grace- 
ful pinions  which  even  now  were 
unfolding  feather  by  feather, 
blossomlike. 

"Well,"  said  the  journalist. 

"Not  at  all,"  said  the  erstwhile 
bay,  and  his  voice  was  fluty  with 
the  reminiscent  notes  of  the  reeds 
of  Pan.  "Things,  in  fact,  have 
come  to  a  pretty  pass." 

"I  am  sorry,"  said 
the  journalist.  "Your 
case  interests  me. 
You  see,"  he  added, 
"I  don't  believe  we 
have      met      before." 

"I  am  sure  we  have  not,"  replied 
the  horse.  "It  is  a  long  time  since 
1  have  been  in  the  City — many, 
many  years.  You  see,  I  had  an 
unfortunate  experience  there. 
There  was  an  episode,  as  I  remem- 
ber it,  with  a  water  wagon,  and  if 
you  have  heard  of  me  you  will 
realize  that  my  masters  have  in 
all  the  ages  regarded  water  with 
a  measure  of  disdain." 

"You  are  missing  a  good  deal," 
said  the  journalist.  "There  are 
tall  buildings  now,  with  seas  of 
faces  eddying  around  their  bases 
like  wind-tossed  foam  beneath 
great  white  rocks." 

The  horse  had  turned  about  in 
his  stall  and  with  a  sweep  of  his 
wings  he  lifted  himself  on  to  the 
manger,  whence  he  sat  regarding 
the  journalist  quizzically. 

"There  are  great  machines," 
went  on  the  journalist,  "like 
Pleistocene  monsters,  which  devour 
in  their  mighty  jaws  great  chunks 
of  earth  as  big  as  a  hor — cow." 

"Really!"  said  the  horse.  "Go 
on,  you  intrigue  me." 

"There  are,"  said  the  journalist, 
quiet  streets  whose  windows  are 
little  squares  of  yellow  light,  and 
if  you  are  lucky  you  may  some- 
times hear  where  one  plays  a  violin 
in  the  gathering  dusk.  The  moon 
comes  there,  too." 

"I  think,"  said  the  horse,  "I 
should  like  to  return.  If  you  will 
oblige  me  by  climbing  onto  my 
back  and  guiding  me,  we  could 
make  the  journey  in  a  few  mo- 
ments." 

The    journalist,    who    of    course 


Incident 

THE  fire  reels 
clanged  past  the 
office.  Ever  a  demon 
for  excitement,  we 
jumped  into  our 
Snooty  Six  and  fol- 
lowed them  at  risk 
of  life  and  death. 
Through  the  busy 
streets  they  tore, 
taking  the  wrong  side 
of  street  cars.  At 
length,  in  a  neglected 
street  of  old-fashioned 
houses,  they  came  to 
a  halt.  A  ladder 
was  thrown  up 
against  the  roof  of 
Number  33,  and  a 
fireman  clamberedup. 
Knew  About  Life,  was  not  par-  Two  minutes  later  he  came  down 
ticularly  surprised  at  the  success  holding  in  one  hand  a  tiny  kitten, 
of  his  argument,  but,  none  the  Then  they  returned  to  the  station 
less  pleased,  he  took  his  place  with  a  bearing  that  betokened  that 
astride  the  white  shoulders  of  his  once  more  the  Empire  was  saved, 
convert.     They  trotted  gently  into     Jt  Happened 

the    yard    and   with   a   great   leap     THE    story    is    being     told    of    a 
left    the   earth.      Just   outside    the  Nova   Scotian   who    on   a   trip 

City  they  came  down  and  a  great      to  New  York  met  there  an  English- 
hoof  cleft  the  ground.   Immediately     man. 

a  spring  gushed  forth!     Suddenly  "So  you  are  from  Canada,"  said 

a  myriad  people  rushed  from  the     the   Englishman.      "Let  me  see,    I 
City    gates     to     the    divine    spot,      think   I   once  met  a  chappie  from 


0P> 


From  their  throats  came  a  cres- 
cendo of  triumph  and  joy.  One 
mighty  word  they  flung  heaven- 
ward. "Oil!"  they  sang,  waving 
their  little  buckets. 

Far  over  the  City  a  tiny  speck 
grew  smaller,  disappeared.  "That 
aeroplane,"  said  one,  "is  sure  out 
late." 

From  the  farmhouse  rang  the 
dinner  bell. 


Music  Note 

IT  is  reported  from  reliable 
sources — in  fact,  if  the  truth 
were  known,  we  saw  it  in  print 
ourselves —  that  a  gentleman  stand- 
ing in  front  of  a  music  store  which 
was  giving  a  megaphonic  demon- 
stration for  the  benefit  of  the 
passers-by,  overheard  the  pro- 
prietor remark  to  his  assistant, 
"Hey,  Jake,  the  crowd's  getting  slammed  the  door  behind  him  and 
too  big  outside.  You  better  put  shouted:  "Mother,  Daddy,  Al. 
on  that  Tchaikowsky  record."  Smith's  in  town!' 

JOSEPH  EASTON  McDOUCAI.L. 


Canada.  Yes,  I'm  sure  of  it.  His 
name  was  Jimmy  Peabody  and  he 
came  from  Vancouver,  I  think  it 
was,  or  maybe  it  was  Calgary. 
No  doubt  you  know  him  up  there." 
The  Nova  Scotian  did.  He  was 
his  cousin. 

Local  News 

Now  every  town  and  hamlet  has 
heard  theclarion  note  of  the  cruising 
klaxon.  The  peasants  have  gazed 
with  wonder  upon  the  embossed 
signs  exhorting  one  to  vote  for  Al. 
Smith  or  Hoover. 

In  Penetanguishene  early  in  the 
season  the  first  American  sedan 
nosed  its  way  through.  The  blue 
and  white  sign  over  the  license  plate 
bearing  the  magic  words  Al.  Smith 
was  the  object  of  much  speculation 
as  the  car  was  parked  before  a 
drug  store. 

Finally,  overcome  by  the  phen- 
omenon   a    youngster     ran     heme, 
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liflcSWIGGIN  is  an  inveterate  radio  bug 

often  wondered  why,  in  the  light  of  his  incessant 
burblings,  and  gurglings  and  boastings  about  his 
various  machines,  I  haven't  given  the  man  up. 
However,  there  is  something  that  holds  me  in  spite 
of  all  his  shortcomings  on  which  I  shall  now  dwell 
briefly: 

McSwiggin  is  bad  enough  when  he  comes  over  to 
my  house  and  criticizes  my  own  modest  little  three- 
tuber.  "Ought  to  get  a  wave-trap,''  he  snorts,  or 
"Why  don't  you  change  your  aerial?"  or  "Your 
batteries  must  be  weak."  I  bear  it  all  meekly 
enough,  but  it  is  when  I  have  to  hear  his  set  that 
patience  and  good-humor  forsakes  me.  It  seems  that 
McSwiggins'  radio  always  works  perfectly  except 
when  /  am  there.  You  know  the  type  of  person. 
There  is  interference,  or  there  is  static,  or  distortion, 
or  he  can't  get  anything,  or  the  tubes  are  howling. — 
Always  there's  something  the  matter.  And  invariably 
McSwiggin  informs  me  that  this  is  the  first  occurrence 
of  that  particular  phenomenon.  It  wouldn't  be  so 
bad  if  he  didn't  delve  into  his  high-sounding  theories 


Force  of  Habit 

I  have      about  the  trouble  and  always  harp  and  harp  about 


the  perfection  of  his  machine  when  I  don't  happen 
to  be  present.      Evidently  he  considers  me  a  jinx. 

As  I  said  before,  I  have  often  contemplated  giving 
him  up,  but  I  don't.  I  must  admit  that  he  is  a  very 
wealthy  man.  And  when,  recently,  he  invited  me 
to  take  a  Southern  cruise  in  his  yacht  I  accepted  with 
pleasure.  Alas,  he  had  a  radio  on  it,  and  it  was  the 
same  old  story.  The  machine  had  never  been  known 
to  act  like  that,  he  assured  me.  It  was  terrible.  One 
night  as  he  was  going  through  his  rigmarole  of 
scientific  talk  I  was  in  the  act  of  seizing  a  paper 
weight  to  hurl  at  him  when  we  were  suddenly  deafened 
by  a  terrific  explosion.  I  felt  myself  hurled  violently 
into  the  upper  ether.  When  I  came  to  I  found 
myself  on  a  piece  of  wreckage.  McSwiggin,  there 
beside  me,  had  pulled  me  up  on  it. 

He  pointed  to  the  ruins  of  his  yacht,  fast  sinking 
below  the  surface  of  the  water  some  hundred  yards 
away,  and  said  to  me  earnestly: 

"S'funny.      It  never  did  that  before." 

PARKE  CUMM1NGS. 


Mrs.  Rhinoceros:  "Indsed,  Mrs.  Hippopotamus,  I  didn't  come  here  to  be  insulted!" 

Mrs.  Hippopotamus:  "Oh,  now,  I  was  only  joking.     Goodness  me,  I'd  hate  to  be  as  thin-skinned  as  you  are  " 
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IA/ITH  fair  winds  p  availing, 

A  steamer  was  sailing 
And  barely  was  tossing. 
Though  smooth  was  her  crossing, 
Her  passengers  wrangled 
And  gossiped  and  mangled 
The  best  reputations 
Of  friends  and  relations 
In  mounting  crescendos 


Of  mean  innuendos. 
Remarked  Aloysius, 
"This  scandal  is  vicious. 
I  envy  the  fishes — 
Their  life  is  delicious. 
The  fish  gayly  swishes, 
He  goes  where  he  wishes 
And  dirt  no  one  dishes!" 


The  Poor  Fishes 


But  deep  in  the  ocean 
An  awful  commotion, 
A  constant  dissension 
Attracted  attention. 
The  porgies,  gay  rounders, 
Were  calling  the  flounders 


Sub-aqueous  Babbits 
With  middle  class  habits. 
Each  plodding,  ignored  fish 
Was  roasting  the  sWordfish 
Who  swims  in  the  hot  light 
Of  crime's  glaring  spotlight. 
The  blue-blooded  blue  fish 


Was  dubbing  each  new  fish 
An  upstart  and  climber 
Who  shocked  an  old  timer. 
The  h.ingfish  and  herring 
Were  quite  overbearing, 
High-hatting  the  scallops. 
And  lowly-born  polyps. 
The  sea  horses'  paddocks 
Offended  the  haddocks. 


The  tart  Mrs.  Lobster, 
A  shrewish  old  sobster, 
Said  old  Tommy  Turtle, 
Had  jilted  her  Myrtle. 
'  Til  weary  of  scandals 
And  blasphemous  handles, 
A  Russian  fish,  Ossip, 
Remarked,  "Cease  the  gossip!' 


Propelled  by  the  trade  winds 
And  eager-to-aid  winds, 
The  huge  steamer  pompous 
Sailed  on  by  her  compass 
And  dumb  Aloysius 
Still  envied  the  fishes! 

ARTHUR   L.   LIPPMANN. 


Blondes.  .  .  Aggressive  ones.  .  . 
Beautiful  ones  .  .  .  Brunettes  .  .  . 
Ones  who  need  Protection.  .  . 
Dumb  ones.  .  .  Athletic  ones.  .  . 
Ugly  ones.  .  .  Titians.  .  .  Wild  ones 
.  .  .  Intellectual  ones.  .  .  Unruffled 
ones.  .  .  Good  ones.  .  .  Bad  ones.  .  . 
Indifferent  ones.  .  .  Bald  ones.  .  . 
Good  dancers.  .  .  Unselfish  ones.  .  . 


Women   I   Am  Liable  to  Fall   For 

(The  Truth  At  Last) 
Tall  women.  .  .  Queer  ones.  .  . 
Strong  ones.  .  .  Gold  diggers.  . 
Cripples.  .  .  Morons.  .  .  Super- 
women.  .  .  Prudes.  .  .  Short  ones.  . 
Blind  ones.  .  .  Proud  women.  .  . 
Butterflies.  .  .  Weak  ones.  .  .  Thin 
ones.  .  .  Married  women.  .  .  In- 
troverts. .  .  Radical  ones.  .  .  Cold 
ones.  .  .    Fat  women.  .  . 


(Fill  in  three  hundred  more  pages 
for  yourself.) 

p.  c. 

*       *       * 

Suspicious 

Auto  Salesman  (to  Sales  Man- 
ager)— "What  will  I  do  about  this 
customer, — he's  perfectly  satisfied 
with  my  figure  on  his  old  car." 
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The  Pretzel  Situation 


»HERE  can  be  little 
doubt  that  the  men- 
ace of  a  new  Europ- 
ean war  is  due 
primarily  to  the  im- 
possibility of  a  calm 
discussion  of  the  pretzel  situation 
by  those  now  at  the  heads  of  the 
governments.  Premier  Toschy,  of 
Czecho-Slovakia,  said  only  yester- 
day, "How  can  any  satisfactory 
•solution  be  reached  wheji  there  is 
no  accurate  pretzel  data  avail- 
able?" "How,  indeed?"  answered 
Premier  Boschky,  of  Jugo-Slavia. 

That  seems  to  put  the  who'e 
matter  in  a  nutshell.  Whether  it 
should  be  a  coconut  shell  or  a  fil- 
bert shell  will  have  to  be  decided 
by  the  League  of  Nations  (Article 
XIV,  Section  1  1),  but  the  fact  re- 
mains that  tempers  are  being  lost 
and  world  peace  endangered  be- 
cause we  have  no  first  class  pretzel 
statistics.  As  Premier  Doschky, 
of  Lower  Upper  Western  Lithia, 
said  last  Friday,  "Nobody  seems 
to  know  from  where  the  1914  out- 
put of  pretzels,  if  placed  end  to 
end,  would  reach  to."  This,  of 
course,  is  complicated  by  the  fact 
that  pretzels  cannot  be  placed  end 
to  end,  not  having  any  ends,  in 
that  respect  resembling  the  dough- 
nut or  cruller. 

In  explaining  what  appeared  to 
be   his   negligence   in    this   matter, 
Col.   P.   M.   Weers,   of  the  French 
Statistical  Bureau,  said  last  Wed- 
nesday:    "I  do  not  think  I  should 
be  blamed  for  this  fiasco.     On  June 
12,  1915,  I  assembled  at  New  York 
the    entire    pretzel    crop    of    1914. 
minus  only  what  had  been  eaten, 
and  placed  the  first  pretzel  on  the 
steps  of  the  City  Hall,  it  being  my 
intention  to  place  the  pretzels  end 
to  end,  aiming  them  in  the  direc- 
tion of  San  Francisco,  and  to  thus 
learn  how  far  the  1914  pretzel  crop 
would  reach  if  placed  end  to  end. 
Having  thus  placed  the  first  pret- 
zel,  I  examined  it  to  find  its  end, 
but  to  my  distress  I  was  unable  to 
find  any  end  to  it.     I  then  did  the 
next    best    thing,    as   approved    by 
the    best    statisticians,    and    pro- 
ceeded to  pile  one  pretzel  on   top 


BY  ELLIS  PARKER  BUTLER 

of  another  in  order  to  ascertain 
how  high  the  pretzels  of  the  1914 
pretzel  crop  would  extend  if  piled 
one  on  another.  Unfortunately, 
the  pretzel  pile  toppled  over  when- 
ever it  became  very  high.  I  am 
now  stringing  the  pretzels  on  a 
rope  and  I  hope  to  be  able  to  report 
shortly  in  the  following  terms: 
'If  the  pretzels  of  the  1914  pretzel 
crop  were  strung  on  a  rope  they 
would  extend  ....  miles'  or  ' .  .  .  . 
million  miles', or  perhaps  'from  the 
Earth  to  the  Sun.'  In  lieu  of  the 
1914  pretzels  that  have  been  eaten 
I  am  using  pelvic  bones  of  the 
lesser  marmoset,  first  varnishing 
them  and  then  sprinkling  them 
with  salt." 

It  will  thus  be  seen  that  Col. 
P.  M.  Weers,  of  the  French  Statis- 
tical Bureau,  is  doing  all  in  his 
power  to  avert  the  crisis,  but  it  is 
admitted  that  he  is  handicapped 
by  the  scarcity  of  pelvic  bones  of 
the  lesser  marmoset.  The  Lesser 
Marmoset  (Callithrix  Lesserus)  is 
found  only  in  Nicaragua  and  the 
last  seen  there  was  in  1812,  and 
that  one  had  no  pelvic  bone  what- 
ever. 

The  general  ignorance  on  the 
pretzel  matter  may  be  gauged  by 
the  answer  given  by  Premier 
Foschky,   of   Albania,   when   ques- 


THE  STEEPLE-JACKS  HOLIDAY 


tioned  by  Under-secretary  Blosch 
in  the  Albanian  Wlugwuf  or  Par- 
liament. 

"Just  how  many  holes  are  there 
in  a  pretzel?"  Under-secretary 
Blosch  asked  Premier  Foschky. 

"Do  you  mean  a  doughnut?" 
riposted  Premier  Foschky,  evi- 
dently much  annoyed. 

"I  doughnut,"  replied  Under- 
secretary Blosch,  angrily. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  but  few  of 
those  who  write  on  this  extremely 
vital  topic  do  know  how  many 
holes  there  are  in  a  pretzel.  Out 
of  456  white  male  writers  ques- 
tioned by  the  Chicago  Daily  Ex- 
aminer-Record reporter  no  less 
than  456  replied  instantly  "Four." 
This  is  a  complete  error.  The  nor- 
mal pretzel,  viewed,  let  us  say, 
from  an  airplane,  will  be  seen  to 
have  but  three  holes.  Anyone  can 
test  this,  but  if  no  airplane  is  at 
hand  the  same  fact  may  be  ascer- 
tained by  securing  a  worms-eye 
view. 

To  secure  a  worms-eye  view  of 
a  pretzel  it  is  best  to  have  a  large 
sheet  of  plate  glass,  preferably  one 
12  feet  by  8  feet  and  about  one 
inch  thick.  Place  this  sheet  of 
glass  upon  fairly  soft  soil  and 
drive  stakes  along  three  sides  to 
prevent  the  glass  from  slipping. 
Now  place  a  normal  pretzel  on  top 
of  the  middle  of  the  sheet  of  glass. 
By  securing  a  space  and  digging 
the  soil  out  from  under  the  sheet 
of  glass  the  investigator  will  be 
able  to  get  below  the  sheet  of  glass 
and  thus  look  up  at  the  pretzel, 
securing  a  worm's-eye  view,  when 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  pretzel  has 
three  holes.  These  are  technically 
known  as  (a)  the  interior,  (b)  the 
exterior,  and  (c)  the  ulterior,  or  in 
Latin,  the  interium,  exterium  and 
ulterium. 

In  view  of  these  facts  we  cannot 
be  surprised  that  Germany  is  re- 
fusing to  pay  the  indemnity.  As 
Bismarck  justly  remarked  in  1861, 
"Pretzellen  macht  hellen,"  and  as 
far  as  we  can  see  the  stand  taken 
by  the  Pretzelbenders'  Bund  re- 
mains unchanged.  It  looks  like 
war. 
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You've  Probably 
Lived  NearThem  Too 

/")UR  neighbours  are  pe- 
culiar people.  In  the 
first  place,  they  weigh 
nearly  300  pounds,  though 
they  are  given  to  the  most 
violent  and  incessant  exer- 
cise. They  have  a  dozen  or 
so  children,  who  bid  fair  to 
equal  their  parents  in  sta- 
ture and  girth,  and  whose 
activity  is  phenomenal. 

Their  habits  of  house- 
keeping and  pastimes  are 
most  extraordinary. 

They  rearrange  all  the 
furniture  once  a  day  at 
least.  They  effect  this 
very  rapidly,  hurling 
tables,  chairs,  sideboards, 
chesterfields,  etc.,  across 
the  width  and  length  of 
the  rooms.  They  have  a 
grand  piano  on  squeaky 
castors  which  they  push 
from  the  living  room  into 
the  kitchen,  and  back 
again. 

The  boys  are  keen  foot- 
ballers, and  hold  scrim- 
mage and  tackling  prac- 
tices in  their  bedrooms  at 
all  seasons.  I  wonder  they 
don't  break  their  necks 
sometimes. 

The  little  girls  are  fond 
of  playing  jacks,  using  a 
medicine  ball  and  a  hand- 
full  of  fair-sized  anvils. 

Every  now  and  then  the 
whole  family  indulges  in  a 
game  of  follow-my-leader, 
leaping  from  tables,  side- 
boards and  electroliers  to 
the  floor  in  succession. 

They  beat  their  carpets 
frequently,  but  do  not  take 
them  up  from  the  floor. 

The  father  is  a  baggage- 
man, and  he  has  a  couple 
of  the  largest  sized  sample 
trunks  which  he  practises 
with  at  I  1.30  p.m.  to  keep 
his  hand  in. 

Once  in  a  while  they  don 
deep-sea  divers'  boots,  and 
dance  the  Charleston. 

I  have  never  seen  this 
family,  but  I  know  that 
what  I  say  is  substantially 
accurate,  for  my  apart- 
ment is  below  theirs. 

a.  B.  c. 


Goblin  Contributors 
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RICARDO 

J    WOULD  not  like  the  blighter  much 

Who   loved  not  his  exotic  touch. 
If  it's   not  high   in  your  regard 
You  cannot  play   in   my   backyard. 
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Gentleman  in  government  liquor  store:  "I 
want  a  chort  of  Quampagne  an'  a  scottle  o' 
Botch!" 


A  Narrow  Escape 

"gREDDREN."  Amos 
Johnson,  the  deacon, 
rose  to  speak  at  the  ex- 
perience meeting,  "I  come 
mouty  nigh  backslidin'  las 
Sadday  night.  De  tempter 
come  to  me  an'  put  an' 
empty  crokersack  in  my 
han's,  an'  led  my  sinful 
feet  to  Mistuh  Brown's 
turkey-coop." 

"Amen,"  moaned  some 
one  in  the  back  seat. 

I  done  my  bes'  to  re- 
sist," went  on  the  penitent 
deacon,  "but  all  de  time 
my  conscience  say  'Stop' 
an  de  tempter  say  'Go 
on' — an'  I  kep'  a-gettin' 
closer  an'  closer  all  de 
time." 

"Glory  be!"  from  the 
back  seats. 

"But,  praise  de  Lawd! 
Jes  when  I  wuz  gwine  to 
climb  de  fence  an'  make 
fer  de  coop,  my  ol'  houn' 
dawg  tree  a  possum  in 
Mistah  Brown's  woodlot, 
an'  de  backslide  leab  me 
in  a  minute." 

"Amen!"  roared  a  bro- 
ther wildly. 

"An'  befo'  I  git  up  dat 
tree,  de  moon  come  out 
f'um  behin'  a  cloud,  and 
dar  stood  Mistah  Brown 
behin'  dat  coop,  wid  er 
shotgun  in  his  han'!" 

"Lawd  sabe  us!"  from 
the  excitable  brother  on 
the  back  row. 

"Yassuh!  An'  I  call  out 
to  Mistuh  Brown  to  come 
shoot  dat  possum  my  dawg 
is  done  treed;  an'  I  wants 
to  say  dar  wuz  a  mos' 
powerful  load  of  buckshot 
in  dat  gun." 

"Go  on,  brudder!  Go 
on." 

"An'  dat's  why  I  say 
dat  when  de  tempter  come 
to  us,  an'  show  us  whar 
dar's  a  Turkey-coop,  we 
oughter  rejoice  dat  Provi- 
dence is  done  give  us  a 
houn'  dawg  and  done  give 
a  possum  appetite  to  de 
black  man." 

HARRY  COURTNEY. 
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Fatty,  the  boy  scout,  takes  the  opportunity  to  get  three  days  ahead  in  his  daily  good  deed. 
The  Great  Heart  of  a  Great  Bank 


THE  cheery,   chipper  booklet  from  my   bank   had 

just  arrived.  "We  are  your  friend.  We  want  to 
Help  You.  Bring  Us  Your  Banking  Problem!"  it 
exhorted  in  large  type  on  the  front  cover.  "Pearl," 
I  decisively  said  to  my  wife,  who  was  wrestling  with 
the  family  budget,  as  usual,  "stop  labouring  with  that 
thing  and  hand  me  our  Banking  Problem.  I'm  going 
to  take  it  over  to  the  bank."  Neat  soul  that  she  is, 
she  insisted  on  wrapping  it  nicely  in  some  brown  paper 
with  string.  Soon  I  was  in  the  office  of  Mr.  Arbutus, 
32nd  vice-president  of  the  Butchers',  Bakers'  and 
Candlestick-Makers'  National  Bank. 

"Mr.  Arbutus,"  I  said,  placing  my  bundle  on  his 
desk,  "I  have  brought  you  my  Banking  Problem.  Here 
it  is." 

He  regarded  it  sympathetically  and  I  knew  that 
he  turned  away  to  brush  a  tell-tale  tear  from  his 
rugged  cheek. 

"My  Banking  Problem  is  very  simple,"  I  stated. 
"First  of  all,  I  need  about  eight  hundred  dollars  to 
paint  my  house  and  fix  the  hedges.  The  wife  needs 
a  new  coat  this  winter,  and  the  old  car  is  about  ready 
to  give  up  the  ghost.  I've  had  my  eye  on  a  nice  little 
motor  boat  for  some  time,  and  we've  been  talking  of 
a  trip  to  Europe.     In  short,  my  disbursements  are  in 


excess  of  my  receipts,  and  my  current  accounts  pay- 
able and  liabilities  exceed  my  assets  and  accounts 
receivable  by  about  six  thousand  dollars." 

Mr.  Arbutus  gazed  thoughtfully  at  my  Banking 
Problem  as  it  feebly  moaned  and  stirred  on  his  desk. 
Then  he  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  removed  a 
roll  of  greenbacks.  He  counted  out  six  one  thousand 
dollar  bills  and  handed  them  to  me.  "Here  you  are," 
he  said,  "with  the  compliments  of  the  bank.  And 
here's  an  extra  thousand  or  so  for  incidentals.  Don't 
think  any  more  about  it.  What's  a  little  gift  like 
six  thousand  dollars?  Nothing  at  all  for  a  large  bank. 
We  consider  our  customers  as  part  of  our  great,  happy 
family."  Then  he  pointed  to  my  bedraggled  Banking 
Problem.    "Take  this  out  and  drown  it,"  he  said. 

I  took  the  brown  paper  package  to  the  river  and 
dropped  it  in.  A  few  bubbles  rose  to  the  surface  as  I 
reverently  lifted  my  hat.  I  walked  home  slowly,  my 
heart  bursting  with  gratitude  as  I  mentally  enshrined 
Mr.  Arbutus  forever  and  ever. 

"Where's  our  Banking  Problem?"  asked  Pearl,  an 
eager  light  in  her  eyes. 

"Liquidated,"  I  laconically  answered,  pointing  to 
the  river. 

ARTHUR  L.    LIPPMANN. 
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R.  THOMAS 
CHURCH  does 
not  know  what 
he  wants  but 
always  gets  it. 

He  is  so  foolish 
that    he    is   clever 
and  so  clever  that  he  is  foolish. 

He  has  introduced  more  people 
to  other  people  they  did  not  want 
to  know  than  any  man  in  the 
world. 

He  is  over  six  feet  tall  but  weighs 
only  one  hundred  and  forty-six 
pounds.  This  is  because  he  has 
very  long,  thin  legs  and  uses  them 
a  great  deal. 

When  he  was  trying  to  be  elected 
controller  in  Toronto  he  once  sat 
at  the  telephone  all  one  day  and 
one  night  and  called  over  one 
thousand  people. 

His  favorite  newspaper  in  To- 
ronto is  the  Daily  Star  but  he 
sometimes  reads  the  Telegram. 

He  was  born  in  East  Toronto 
and  his  father  and  mother  were 
both  Irish,  but  nobody  knows 
officially  how  old  he  is  because  he 
will  not  say.  Unofficially  he  is 
fifty-seven  though  he  usually  looks 
younger. 

He  has  never  married  anyone. 
As  a  rule  women  make  him  uneasy 
and  he  prefers  the  society  of  males, 
though  he  has  kissed  thousands  of 
babies  in  the  past  twenty  years. 
When  he  sees  a  baby  now  he  has 
to  restrain  himself. 

He  first  appeared  in  public  life 
twenty-nine  years  ago  as  a  Toronto 
school  trustee  and  after  that  was 
Mayor  of  Toronto  for  seven  years 
in  a  row,  which  serves  the  place 
right. 

He  is  the  man  who  made 
Trawnta  famous. 

It  is  his  belief  that  if  a  man  talks 
fast  and  long  enough  it  does  not 
matter  much  what  he  says  and  he 
has  often  proved  this  to  be  right. 

At  home  he  likes  to  sit  with  his 
shoes  off  and  his  feet  up  on  a  table, 
but  seldom  has  time  to  do  so. 

He  never  needs  to  take  a  drink. 

He  is  famous  for  remembering 
people,  winning  elections,  the 
Twelfth  of  July,  joining  things, 
being  at  things.  Sir  Adam  Beck, 
this      soldier      city,      handshakes, 
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changing  his  mind,  banner  pro- 
vince, and  talking  in  bunches. 

He  has  marvellous  physical 
activity  and  can  be  at  two  football 
games,  three  picnics,  four  ban- 
quets, five  receptions  and  an  un- 
limited number  of  lodge  meetings 
in  the  one  afternoon  and  evening. 

Exactly  what  he  thinks  about 
anything  is  never  known  to  any- 
body, including  himself. 

He  has  an  expression  of  puzzled 
gravity  broken  constantly  by  a 
spasmodic  smile  and  momentary 
handshake. 

He  is  a  good  friend  and  a  gener- 
ous host  whether  he  knows  you 
well  or  not. 

He  does  not  like  Ottawa  very 
well  because  he  finds  that  all  the 
other  members  are  unreasonable. 
That  is  why  he  is  beginning  to 
show  signs  of  becoming  a  chronic 
rebel. 

He  is  beginning  to  doubt  whether 
he  will  ever  be  Prime  Minister  and 
is  often  a  little  sorry  he  stopped 
being  mayor  of  Toronto. 

He  has  curly  hair,  large  melting 
brown  eyes  and  usually  wears  a 
blue  suit  with  a  rose  in  the  lapel. 
He  always  wore  red  neckties  until 
1913,  when  somebody  told  him  not 
to,  but  he  still  prefers  them. 


He  once  taught  in  a  night 
school,  was  a  clerk  in  the 
Assessment  Department,  and 
is  a  lawyer,  though  he  has  never 
been  known  to  take  a  case  in 
court. 

His  ears  are  very  pink  and  are 
attached  to  his  skull  at  an  angle 
of  forty-five  degrees. 

When  he  speaks  he  rarely  ges- 
tures, because  there  isn't  time. 

He  is  not  as  deaf  as  he  is  sup- 
posed to  be. 

He  became  an  Orangeman  in 
1896  and  has  never  regretted  it. 

When  he  became  a  K.C.  last 
spring  he  did  not  know  about  it 
for  several  days,  which  shocked 
him  terribly. 

He  does  not  like  Sir  Henry 
Thornton,  uplift  newspapers, 
boards  of  strategy,  mashed  pota- 
toes, soft  collars,  evangelists, 
bridge,  Messrs.  Meighen,  Guthrie, 
Bennett  and  King,  railway  trains, 
slow  music,  Tory  caucuses  in 
Ottawa  and  people  who  make  fun 
of  him. 

When  he  was  mayor  of  Toronto 
during  the  war  he  was  once  ap- 
proached by  a  recuiting  sergeant 
outside  the  city  hall,  which  is 
practically  the  only  vote  he  ever 
lost. 

He  can  not  understand  why 
Toronto  is  still  growing. 

He  has  the  degree  of  B.C.L. 
from  Trinity  College,  but  is  not 
sure  what  it  means  and  seldom 
speaks  of  it. 

He  is  suspicious  of  people  who 
ask  him  questions  and  usually  re- 
plies with  remarks  about  hydro. 

At  football  games  he  always 
crosses  the  field  just  before  the 
game. 

He  prefers  using  the  telephone 
to  writing  letters,  but  does  neither 
if  he  can  help  it. 

He  is  far  more  sensitive  about 
ridicule  and  harsh  words  than 
most  people  imagine  and  once  al- 
most considered  leaving  public  life 
because  of  his  feelings. 

He  has  guarded  himself  carefully 
against  a  sense  of  humor. 

He  likes  rugby  players,  hockey 
players,  baseball  players,  marathon 
runners,  returned  soldiers,  reliable 
voters,      red      hair,      Orangemen, 
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clothes,  mayonnaise  made  with  oil, 
straw  hats  and  people  who  appre- 
ciate him. 

He  is  always  pleased  to  meet  the 
Prince  of  Wales. 

His  height  of  happiness  is  to  be 
in  the  dressing  room  of  a  winning 
Toronto  team.  Next  to  that  he 
likes  speaking  at  conservative  pic- 
nics. 

He  is  aware  that  people  call  him 
Tireless  Tommy,  but  is  not  as 
flattered  about  it  as  he  was  a  few 
years  ago. 

His  ideal  of  human  affection  is  a 
man  who  will  come  out  on  a  cold, 
wet  day  to  vote  for  him. 

His  voice  is  very  deep  and  has 
an  unusual  resonance,  but  in  music 
he  prefers  tenor  and  would  like  to 
sing  tenor  himself. 

Ever  since  1909  certain  people 
in  Toronto  have  been  calling  him 
an  enigma  and  a  puzzle,  but  have 
failed  to  do  anything  about  it. 

He  agrees  with  Mr.  Mackenzie 
King  that  the  Conservative  party 
could  be  greatly  improved,  but 
disagrees  about  everything  else 
except  the  virtues  of  winning  an 
election. 

He  never  wears  a  soft  hat. 

He  has  not  been  heard  of  now 
for  several  weeks,  which  at  present 
is  the  most  remarkable  thing  about 
him.  — r.  t.  L. 


'So  Bacigalupi s  going  to  marry  money?" 
'Yeah,  his  wife's  got  three  gold  teeth." 


Graphic 

"Now,  boys,"  said  the  teacher,  "I  want  you  to 
write  me  a  composition  on  the  subject:  'What  I 
would  do  if  I  had  $50,000'." 

One  boy  sat  idle  until  the  papers  were  called  for 
and  then  handed  in  a  blank  sheet. 

"What  does  this  mean,"  demanded  the  teacher 
sternly.     "Where  is  your  composition?" 

"That's  it,"  replied  the  boy,  "that's  what  I'd  do 

if  I  had  $50,000." 

*        *        * 

The  Hard  Job 

TO  write  a  book  is  an  easy  matter, 

With  a  pen  to  scratch  and  ink  to  spatter. 
And  any  man  can  easily  light  on 
Enough  white  paper  that's  fit  to  write  on. 
To  print  a  book  is  a  bit  of  a  stickler. 
For  authors  at  spelling  are  not  partic'lar. 
And  many  a  printer  gets  nervous  debility 
Trying  to  solve  illegibility. 
To  read  a  book  is  a  task  terrific 
— A  book  is  the  surest  soporific; 
But  the  hardest  job  'twixt  the  harp  and  the  fire 
Is  to  sell  a  book  to  a  real  cash  buyer. 

FELIX     DAHN.     TRANSLATED    BY    STANLEY     UNWIN. 
DONE   INTO  VERSE   BY  JAMES  H.    PEDLEY. 


Cautious 

Negotiations  were  at  a  standstill.  The  village 
council,  who  were  dickering  with  a  fire-apparatus 
salesman  for  a  life-net,  had  demanded  a  demonstra- 
tion, and  no  one  would  volunteer  to  test  it  out. 
Finally,  a  hero  was  found  in  the  person  of  one  Spokane 
G.  Washington,  who  agreed  to  make  the  leap  for 
"fo'-bits,"  a  pair  of  "yeller  shoes,"  and  an  immediate 
commutation  of  his  thirty-day  jail  sentence. 

Spokane  was  hired.  And  with  half  the  town  hold- 
ing the  life-net  for  him  to  drop  into,  he  climbed  out 
on  the  roof  of  the  grain  elevator,  and  crawled  over  to 
the  designated  dropping-off  place.  But  that  is  as  far 
as  he  got.  And  as  all  the  shouts  and  signals  for  him 
to  jump  were  in  vain,  the  marshal  was  delegated  to 
go  up  and  find  out  what  was  wrong. 

Poking  his  head  out  of  the  trap-door  in  the  roof, 
the  marshal  panted,  "what's  the  matter  with  you — 
gone  back  on  your  bargain?" 

"Nossuh,"  Spokane  replied.  "Ah's  gwine  to 
jump." 

Then    go    ahead    and    do    it,"    commanded    the 
guardian  of  the  village  peace  and  dignity. 

"Not  until   you   go  down   an'   make    em  lay  dat 
sheet    down    on    de    ground,"    was    the    firm    reply 
Ah's  skeered  dey'll  drap  it." 
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■HURRY  UP  AND  GET  SOBER.  JACK.  SO  WE  CAN  GET  TIGHT  AGAIN! 


Vengeance 

DIERCING  icy  blasts  from  the 
Arctic  Ocean  screamed  their 
defiance  as  a  lone  rider  and  his  dog 
team  rounded  a  bend  to  cross  a 
vast  clearing.  In  the  distance 
appeared  a  black  object,  and  upon 
drawing  nearer  the  lone  rider  per- 
ceived that  it  was  a  man. 

Was  he  dead?  No,  for  as  the 
dog  team  drew  up  he  half-raised 
and    feebly    uttered:    "Quick,    my 


good  friend — a  fire!  I  am  freezing!" 
Hastily  the  rescuer  adjusted  his 
snow  shoes,    rushed   to   the   victim 
and  pressed  a  flask  to  his  lips. 

"Ah!"  beamed  the  lost  traveler, 
"that's  bully!  And  now  a  fire  to 
warm  me  without." 

The  other  was  already  preparing 
it  and  by  way  of  conversation 
asked  the  unfortunate  travelers 
name. 

"John  Bugless,  of  the  States." 
"Bugless?"    repeated    the    rider. 
"Have  I  not  heard  that  name  be- 
fore?" 


"Perhaps  you  have,  my  good 
fellow,  for  it  was  I  who  invented 
the  famous  automatic  cigarette 
lighter." 

Here  the  rescuer  straightened 
and  eyed  the  other  keenly.  With- 
out a  word  he  returned  to  his  sled, 
searched  a  moment  in  his  pack, 
then  spoke  to  his  dogs. 

"What!"  exclaimed  the  stranded 
Bugless.  "Are  you  going  to  leave 
me — and  before  you  start   a  fire?" 

For  reply  the  rider  threw  the 
victim  a  small  object  as  the  dogs 
leaped  forward. 

Matches! 

Quickly  he  snatched  it  up,  but  a 
look  of  utter  resignation  and  sur- 
render soon  crept  over  his  counten- 
ance. 

The  attached  card  read,  "James 
W.  Brown,  New  York  City,"  and 
the  object  was  none  other  than  a 
genuine  BUGLESS  AUTOMATIC 
CIGARETTE  LIGHTER. 

WILLIAM    RAV  GILMAN. 


Believe  It  or  Not 

/  lifted  my  hat 

To  brush  back,  my  hair 

As  I  passed  where  she  sat; 

I  lifted  my  hat, 
But  she  turned  me  down  flat 

And  gave  me  the  air. 
I  fust  lifted  my  hat 

To  brush  back  ™y  hair. 

—  B.  s. 

*        *        * 

How   Some   People   Like  Their 
Exercise 

Wanted  —Young  woman  for  hanging  up, 
shaking  out,  and  folding.  Wages  $12  per 
week,  with  bonus. — Tabor  Laundry  Works. 
— From  the  Fayelteville  (Ark.)  Dem- 
ocrat. 

*        *        * 

Loafer 

He    lived,     he    died;    doing    these 

things  perforce, 
And    nothing    else — deplorable,    of 

course; 
An  idle,  useless,  sorry  rogue — and 

yet 
He  has  so  very  little  to  regret! 

JOSEPH   SCHULL. 
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goblin  gear 
to  the  moviex 

with    Carroll  Carroll 


N  spite  of  all  my 
howling,  fussing, 
fretting  and  kicking 
at  them,  I  have  al- 
ways seen  the  mov- 
ies as  a  distinct  and 
valid  art  form;  as  apart  from  the 
stage  as  the  stage  is  from  the 
library  and  for  the  same  reason — 
clearer  interpretation.  Presently, 
however,  the  movies,  true  to  their 
traditional  infancy,  have  crept  off 
and  done  something  naughty  that 
threatens  to  keep  them  in  their 
diapers — to  mullify  all  the  good- 
ness that  has  laboriously  come  out 
of  the  studios;  a  definite  tech- 
nique of  acting  and  directing.  I 
am  speaking  of  the  "talkies." 

I  can  see  very  little  that  is  good 
in  them,  of  which,  more  anon. 
They  are  in  the  earliest  of  all  their 
future  early  stages,  I  realize,  but 
just  how  much  better  can  they  get? 
The  movie  actors  may  learn  dic- 
tion, the  lispish,  sepulchral  quality 
of  the  tone  may  be  removed,  some- 
thing may  be  done  about  the  voice 
being  out  of  all  proportion  to 
the  photographic  shadow  of  the 
speaker,  save  in  three-quarter 
views,  resulting,  during  dialogue, 
in  babbling  portraiture.  But  what 
will  the  ultimate  result  be  of  this 
unnatural  child  of  the  cinema  and 
stage?  How  far  has  opera  come 
since  it  was  first  discovered,  a  waif, 
abandoned  by  both  parents,  drama 
and  music?  I  use  abandoned  in 
"a  sense."  Please  don't  write  in 
to  tell  me  that  many  people  still 
go  to  opera.     I  know  it. 

Lovers  of  the  drama,  however, 
do  not  go  to  opera  when  they  can 
help  it.  It  offends  their  senses  of 
humor.  Only  those  whose  passion 
for  music  is  strong  enough  to  per- 
mit them  to  overlook  the  histrionic 
ineptitude  of  singers  and  the  gen- 
erally bad  dramatics  of  librettos,  go 
to  opera.  Is  there  anyone  fond 
enough  of  motion  pictures  to  over- 
look  stupid    and    inane    mouthing 


that  sounds  moribund  just  to  see 
one?  This  can  only  be  found  out 
when  talking  films  lose  their  novel- 
ty- 

The  height  of  cinematic  achieve- 
ment is  the  beauty  and  action  of 
picture.  The  finer  a  film  is  the 
more  out  of  place  talking.  Why 
it  would  be  similar  to  tacking  the 
cartoonists'  dear  baloon  onto  The 
Mona  Lisa  that  we  might  know 
what  she  thinks  and  smiles  at. 
Briefly,  talking  pictures  are  the 
latest  manifestation  of  the  film's 
unwillingness  to  leave  anything  to 
the  imagination. 

As  for  me,  the  noise  my  mind 
creates,  to  accompany  a  scene  of  a 
baseball  grandstand,  excitedly 
cheering,  is  much  more  moving 
than  the  stark  realism  that  is  the 
microphones.  I  can  get  more 
thrill  out  of  a  flash  and  a  smoking 
gun  than  I  can  from  a  report.  My 
blood  runs  colder  at  the  sight  of  a 
quivering  machine  gun  muzzle  than 
at  hearing  a  drum  tattoo  that  is 
meant    to    sound    like    firing.      In 


these  few  instances  I  bring 
out  the  art  of  the  movies, 
the  silent  movies,  and  the 
technique  they  developed. 

Am  I  alone  in  holding  that 
it  is  wrong  to  scrap  this  for  a 
mere  mechanical  realism? 
If  so,  I  shall  retire  and 
say  no  more.  But  I  do 
not  think  I  am.  I  hold  there  are 
thousands  of  intelligent  movie  go- 
ers who  believe  with  me  that  the 
talking  picture  is  a  retrogression 
rather  than  a  progression. 

To  make  all  this  worse,  talking 
pictures,  to  date,  have  not  even 
redeemed  themselves  with  civilized 
dialogue.  Talk  about  imagination. 
Any  moron — and  an  extra-stupid 
moron — could  imagine  more  vital 
language.  The  things  I  have  heard 
pictures  that  speak  say  are  in  a 
mode  of  expression  utterly  foreign 
to  me.  No  one  I  either  know  or 
could  imagine  would  use  such 
phraseology,  even  for  such  thoughts 
as  are  phrased. 

The  Warner  Brothers  created 
Vitaphone,  using  it  first  as  an  ac- 
companiment, then  as  a  novelty 
presenting  acts  and  artistes,  later 
in  the  singing  sequences  of  "The 
Jazz  Singer."  "Tenderloin,"  the 
first  talking  picture  they  made, 
followed.  It  is  a  howler.  "Glori- 
ous Betsy,"  another  scream,  suc- 
ceeded  it.      Both   were   trite   and 
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untrue  movies  augmented  by  stu- 
pid, stilted  and  rumbling  dialogue. 
A  cry  came  for  a  real  stage  play. 
"The  Lion  and  the  Mouse"  was 
selected.  It  is  as  old  as  the  Can- 
adian Rockies  and  as  stiff.  It 
merely  served  to  prove  that  a  stage 
trained  actor's  voice  is  a  sound  ad- 
vantage to  talking  pictures. 
Lionel  Barrj'inore  is  the  actor. 

All  that  can  be  said  for  Warner 
Brothers,  who  made  these  first 
talking  pictures,  is  that  they  pion- 
eered. Why,  I  fail  to  see.  They 
started  something  that  the  sooner 
they  finish  the  better.  They  way 
they're  going  now  talking  pictures 
will  finish  themselves.  All  other 
companies,  having  profited  by 
Warner  Brothers  technical  mis- 
takes, have  not  profited  by  their 
one  great  mistake  and  are  now 
madly  making  sight  and  sound 
films  that  aren't  too  sound. 

Fox,  too,  pioneered  but  with 
Movietone,  starting  with  the 
Movietone  News,  which  has  a 
valid  interest  to  lovers  of  news 
and  personalities.  The  same  can 
be  said  for  Vitaphone's  short 
pieces  of  opera  singers.  It  is 
Movietone  that  has  "canned" 
George  Bernard  Shaw  for  us,  he 
acting  and  speaking  like  a  cross 
between  a  satyr  and  a  pixie. 

Of  the  other  advantages  of  sight 
and  sound,  I  will  give  those  who 
like  sound  an  occasional  break. 
By  sound  I  do  not  mean  speech. 
I  suppose  symphonic  synchronized 
accompaniments  are  appreciated 
in  communities  that  cannot  muster 
suitable  orchestras. 

But  as  for  pictures  that  actually 
talk — they  are  young  but  not  pre- 
cocious. They  are  as  far  removed 
from  the  stage  as  the  stage  is  from 
life.  People  who  can  enjoy  things 
that  vicarious  should  be  safe- 
guarded. 

And  Briefly 

"THE  RACKET"— It  is  a 
shame  I  devoted  so  much  space  to 
unimportant  things.  This,  taken 
from  a  stage  play,  and  well,  toO; 
proves  how  finely  the  silent  films 
can  be  directed — and  should  be. 

"LADIES  OF  THE  MOB."~ 
A  crook  picture  in  which  Clara 
Bow  acts  serious  and  does  not  un- 
dress. 


"Stick  'em  up  and  stick  'cm  up  high!" 

"Oh,  dear,  you  sound  just  like  the  manager  of  our  department 
before  a  mark-down  sale." 


"HAPPINESS  AHEAD."— 
Practically  the  same  situation  with 
Colleen  Moore. 

"THE   COSSACKS."— Gilbert 
and  Adoree  in  a  wild  west  one  with 
cossacks  instead  of  cow-boys. 

"THE    MICHIGAN    KID."- 
'Containing  one  of  the  most  thril- 
ling forest  fires  remembered  and  a 
tumble  over  a  falls  not  to  be  for- 
gotten. 

,  "THE  WHEEL  OF  CHANCE." 
— Dick  Barthelmess  proving  not 
wisely  nor  too  well  the  great  and 
new  discovery  that  "life  is  like  a 
roulette  wheel — one  turn  of  the 
wheel,"  etc. 


"THE  BIG  KILLING."— The 
Beery  and  Hatton's  last  together 
and  it  proves  about  time.  An  un- 
happy ending. 

"LIGHTS  OF  NEW  YORK."— 
One  hundred  per  cent,  talking  and 
300  per  cent,  terrible. 

"THE  RED  DANCE."— One 
hundred  per  cent,   silent  and   300 

per  cent,  terrible. 

*        *        * 

The  Eyes  Have  It 

Blue  eyes  mean  you're  true; 

Grey  mean  you're  gracious; 
But  black  eyes  mean  you're  blue 

In  several  other  places. 

— BRAND    STORM. 
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VA'S  APPLES  (Ir- 
win &  Gordon)  is  a 
naughty  book;  I 
think  you  will  like 
it.  William  Ger- 
hardi  wrote  it,  and 
Gerhardi  was,  as  all  our  brightest 
pupils  will  remember,  the  author 
of  our  favourite  book,  The  Poly- 
glots. Eva's  Apples  is  not  like  The 
Polyglots,  though  it  is  almost  as 
mad.  In  it  many  intriguing  and 
fantastic  things  happen,  while  the 
generous  Eva  drifts  through  the  plot 
in  a  mist  of  glorious  irresponsi- 
bility. It  is  a  lusty  novel,  at  times 
delightfully  vulgar  and  at  others 
so  ridiculously  impossible  that  un- 
less you  are  prepared  to  swallow 
everything  holus  bolus,  like  the 
man  who  orders  hash  in  a  strange 
city,  you  might  not  like  it.  The 
implication  on  the  jacket  is  that 
Gerhardi  wrote  the  opus  while  he 
was  under  the  influence  of  the  in- 
toxication of  love.  Well,  it  might 
have  been  love. 

The  novel  contains  characters 
which  are  presumably  burlesques 
of  certain  well-known  personages, 
for  example,  Lord  Beaverbrook, 
Arnold  Bennett  and  the  author. 
Fantasy  is  so  intermingled  with 
characterization  that  the  reader 
whose  aim  it  is  better  to  under- 
stand the  living  objects  of  the 
satire  is  like  a  man  attempting  to 
solve  problems  in  Euclid  in  the 
midst  of  a  champagne  whoopee 
party.  Nevertheless,  it  is  gay, 
bubbling  matter  with  more  than  a 
touch  of  The  Polyglots,  which  is  to 
say,  Gerhardi  at  his  best. 


book/ 


JEROME,  OR  THE  LATI- 
u  TUDE  OF  LOVE  (Irwin  & 
Gordon)  which  won  for  its  author, 
Maurice  Bedel,  the  Goucourt  prize, 
is  not  very  substantial  fare  either. 
It  should,  however,  be  acceptable 
any  time  before  the  snow  falls 
{Ah,  beautiful  snow,  cool  and  white) . 
This  novel  is  a  study  of  the  con- 
trasting impressions  of  the  great 
emotion  of  love,  according  to 
Parisian  and  Norwegian  eyes.  It 
is  the  tale  of  a  strange  courtship  of 
an  athletic  Norwegian  gal  and  a 
young  French  playwright,  in  which 
the  Frenchman  is  routed  and 
shocked  by  the  matter-of-fact  per- 
formance of  his  ski-jumping  in- 
amorata. 


CTEPHEN  LEACOCK,  whom 
everyone  agrees  is  a  university 
professor,  and  whom  most  people 
agree  is  the  dean 
of  humorists  of 
this  continent, 
shows  that  he  is 
still  determined  to 
be  a  fighting  cham- 
pion and  has  pro- 
duced another 
book,  Short  Cir- 
cuits (Macmillan). 
This  consists  of 
some  fifty-four 
sketches  which,  if 
you  don't  read  too 
many  at  a  time, 
you  will  admit  are 
up  to  the  high 
standard  of  non- 
sense originally  set 
by  the  professor 
and  still  regarded 
by  all  sophomores 
as  the  apex  of 
humour.  Genially 
he  discusses  people 
just  back  from 
Europe,  how  to 
borrow'money,  life 
in     the    open,     his 


friends,  and  bedtime  stories  for 
grown-up  people.  It  is  good  fool- 
ing, clever  satire  and  amusing 
hooey. 

^HE  AGE  OF  REASON 

(Doubleday,  Doran  &  Gundy) 
is  not  Philip  Gibbs'  best  effort. 
The  novel  concerns  religious  and 
ethical  problems  of  the  day,  and 
consists  to  a  large  degree  of  a 
series  of  minor  debates  between 
characters  who  are  protagonists  of 
the  various  views.  It  is  doubtful 
if  it  would  be  a  pleasant  book  even 
were  it  not  for  the  distasteful 
flirtatious  attempts  of  the  rejuven- 
ated doctor  who,  upon  the  recap- 
turing of  vanished  youth  through 
a  Steinach  operation,  signalizes  the 
great  return  by  transferring  his  at- 
tentions from  the  test  tube  to  the 
parlour  maid.  The  style  and  dia- 
logue of  the  first  few  chapters  of 
the  book  which  concern  the  hero- 
ine's Oxford  days  remind  one  of 
the  best  style  exhibited  in  the 
Elsie  Dinsmore  books.  To  those 
who  enjoyed  The  Middle  of  the 
Road  and  Heirs  Apparent,  of  which 
the  writer  is  one,  The  Age  of 
Reason  will  be  a  distinct  disap- 
pointment 

A  R  Y 
ROBERTS 
RINEHART'S 
new  book,  Two 
Flights  Up  (Dou- 
bleday, Doran  and 
Gundy)  is  just  one 
of  those  things. 
Rumour  hath  it 
that  Mrs.  Rine- 
hart  works  eight 
hours  a  day  in  her 
downtown  office, 
turning  out  her 
work  according  to 
formula  and  sche- 
dule. Circumstan- 
tial evidence  con- 
tained in  Two 
Flights  Up  does 
not  destroy  this 
theory.  It  is  a 
thoroughly  com- 
petent and  ade- 
quate mystery- 
love-story.  It  has 
all  the  necessary 
ingredients  and 
the  cogs  click  into 
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Goblin 

place  just  where  they  should.  If 
you  are  one  of  the  Rinehart  clan 
you  won't  be  disappointed.  If 
you  are  not,  it  is  even  possible 
that  this  novel  will  make  you  one. 
Who  knows,  others  have. 

piLGRIMS  OF  THE  IMPOS- 
SIBLE, by  Coningsby  Daw- 
son (Doubleday,  Doran  and 
Gundy)  concerns  the  emotional 
struggles  of  Robin,  an  about-to- 
be-clergyman,  who  turns  out  to  be 
something  quite  different.  And 
what  with  the  temperature  ninety 
in  the  shade  and  the  electric  re- 
frigerator on  strike  and  all,  we  just 
couldn't  finish  it. 

CAVOUR  OF  SALT,  by  Flor- 
ence Randal  Livesay,  is  one  of 
those  sweet  characterizationing 
novels  in  which  dialect  plays  a 
great  part.  It  tells  of  the  life 
fraught  with  tradition  and  super- 
stition of  an  old-fashioned  Irish 
settlement  in  Ontario.  "Auntie 
McCool,"  a  warlike  old  Irish 
woman,  at  times  a  little  too 
quaint  and  lovable  withal,  is  its 
David  Harum. 

(check    list    of    new    books    on 

PAGE    36^ 

*  *  * 

Oriental  Quatrain 

"The  white  race  in  China," 
Says  Harold  D.  Lamb, 

"Seems  to  have  been  caught 
In  the  'Open  Door'  jamb." 

*        *        * 

"What  can  John  and  Mary  ever 
see  in  each  other?" 

"No  telling — he's  an  X-ray 
photographer." 

— Carnegie  Tech  Puppet. 

%  *  * 

Attention! 

Mr.  Gerald  Allen,  Jr. 
Personal  Escorter 

Tots  and  kiddies  took  to  school  and 
returned  prompt  in  perfect  condishicn  if 
received  that  way. 

Military  disiplin.  Rates  25c  a  weak. 
Speshiol  rates  to  twins.  Refined  con- 
versashion.  No  extra  charge  for  nose 
wipin'.     All  I  ast  is  a  trial. 

Ad  in  the  Chateau  (Mont.)  Review. 

But    suppose    the    nose    doesn't 

choose  to  run? 

*      *      * 

GOV.  DERN  ASKED 

TO  EXPLAIN  HIS 

DAM  ATTITUDE 

— Heading  in  the  San  Jose  (Calif.) 

Rcvista. 

Gosh  all  hemlock! 
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s  that  US  ? 


"Can't  be!     Must  be  the  car  ahead." 

"I  tell  you,  it's  us.  Your  engine's  all 
hot.     What  oil  do  you  use?" 

"Don't  ask  me!" 

"Well,  say,  Mister,  if  you  want  nice 
cool  driving  in  this  hot  weather,  you 
should  use  Castrol." 

"Is  it  O.K.  for  this  car?" 

"Why  certainly!  There  is  a  grade  of 
Castrol  for  EVERY  car.  It  saves 
money,  too,  because  you  get  double, 
treble,  four  times  the  mileage." 


IMPORTANT: 

Castrol  is  sold  only  by  garages  and 
independent  service  stations.  Watch 
for  the  Castrol  sign! 


C.  C.  Wakefield  &  Co.  Ltd. 

The  All-British  Firm 
Toronto,  Canada  London,  England 

_  WAKEFIELD  m 

CASTROL 


MOTOR   OIL 
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free  speech 

you.  You  have  only  one  real  rival  on 
this  continent,  or  anywhere.  Brought 
up  on  Punch  and  Judge,  I  cannot  but  like 
them  a  little.  But  you!  Oh,  Goblin! 
Go  on  improving.  And  don't  go  United 
States  or  even  London.  Be  Canadian. 
Stay  Canadian. 

I  As  for  your  advs.,  they  are — well,  I 
am  not  reading  them  just  now,  if  I  can 
help  it,  because  they  make  me  spend 
money  foolishly.  And  I  love  to  be 
foolish  that  way.  The  minute  I  read  that 
crazy  Milt  Gross  adv.  for  "Gay  Matter," 
I  went  and  made  out  a  cheque  for  it  for 
Christmas  presents;  and  my  friends 
laughed. 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
p  u  blished 
each  month. 
No  attention 
will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


Your  Contests  are  more  fascinating 
than  chess.  I  nearly  blinded  myself 
working  over  them.  The  latest  one  I 
truly  got  zero,  and  had  not  one  error: 
but  a  lot  of  hoodoos  got  higher  aggregates 
than  mine.  I  couldn't  bear  the  sight  of 
Goblin  for  about  twenty-four  hours.  I 
did  need  that  prize-money  so  much.  Oh, 
well,  the  course  of  true — Never  mind. 

I  have  one  complaint,  Goblin.  It  is 
about  that  blonde.  Your  covers  are  all 
fine,  but  she  was  the  most  artistic  yet. 
(Even  if  she  had  her  mouth  open.  But 
there  is  always  a  fly  in.  .  .  .  No;  I'll 
not  go  into  that.)  And  didn't  she  come 
to  me  with  a  great  gouge  out  of  the  top 
of  her  head.  How  could  I  enjoy  her  that 
way?  Your  mailing  clerk  is  a  vandal  and 
has  no  soul  The  next  time  I  come  to 
Toronto  I  am  going  to  paste  something 
over  his  forehead,  even  if  I  have  to  hire 
(Continued  on  page  28) 


The  Five  Dollar  Letter 

285  South  Street.  Halifax.  N.S. 
July  21st.  1928. 
To  "Free  Speech." 

Goblin  Magazine,  Toronto. 
My  Dear  Goblin: 

Ever  since  I  met  you  I  have  been  trying 
to  find  courage  and  time  to  open  a  cor- 
respondence; hearing  so  much  from  you 
every  month  and  saying  nothing  seems 
dreadful. 

Sometimes  the  Free  Speech  "slams"  are 
so  amusing  I  want  to  laugh  with  you. 
Do  you  make  them  up.  for  advertising? 
The  one  that  tickled  me  most  came  some 
months  ago,  complaining  of  your  blas- 
phemy or  irreverence  in  writing  up  the 
Premier  of  Canada  as  if  he  were  a  mere 
man.  I  was  just  about  to  write  and  tell 
you  that  it  was  the  best  feature  of  your 
issue,  and  that  I  had  never  really  liked 
him  before  your  quaint  sketch  made  him 
a  real  human  being,  and,  as  Daisy  Ash- 
ford  would  say,  "not  quite  so  mere,"  at 
that.  I'm  a  born  hero-worshipper,  and 
usually  I'm  sorry  after  I  have  met  one, 
because  I  can't  worship  him  any  more. 
That,  too,  is  why  I'm  sorry  you  showed 
us  that  picture  of  R.T.L.  When  I  was 
willing  to  go  without  chocolates  to  sub- 
scribe for  you,  those  life-tone  sketches  of 
people  one  likes  to  know  were  the  main 
attraction.  But  I  thought  of  them  as 
coming  from  a  Goblin.  And  he  is  just 
a  man  after  all.  I  thought  of  saying  to 
some  of  our  Nova  Scotia  characters,  "The 
Gobelun'll  git  you  if  y'  don't  watch  out." 
I'd  hate  to  suspect  that,  like  many 
Torontites  and  Ontarorians,  you  feel  that 
Ontario  is  Canada.  You  don't  know 
Canada  until  you  know  N.S.  and  the 
peculiar  people  down  here.  Come  on 
down;  the  water's  fine.  And  the  land, 
too.  But  our  Premier,  for  instance, 
ventures  as  far  as  Ottawa,  or  even  Winni- 
peg, sometimes.  If  R.T.L.  is  not  a  real 
Goblin,  but  must  actually  see  the  people 
he  pictures,  even  so  he  might  do  one  of 
his  inimitable  pen-and-inks  of  E.N.R.'s 
profile  and  personal  peculiarities,  and  we 
might  get  to  know  him  better. 

Goblin,  if  you  won't  think  me  unlady- 
like, I  am  going  to  tell  the  truth.     I  like 


First    Movie    Actress:  "I     hear  that  you    are  going  to  marry  again — 
who  is  he?" 

Second  Movie  Actress:     "I  forget  his    name,    but  he    is    a    broker    and 
drives  a  big  red  car  and  has  an   interest  in  an  oil  company,"  — m.  h, 
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Hostess  (to  newly  arrived  guest):   "Now,  my  dear,  you  must  make  yourself  right  at  home. 
We  intend  to  treat  you  just  like  one  of  the  family." 
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The  captivating,  subtile 
touch  for  evening  use.  Ren- 
ders a  delicate,  soft  appear- 
ance to  the  complexion, 
arms,    neck   and    shoulders. 

GoURAUDS  " 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  ~\Yhite  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.   Hopkins  &  Son,   Montreal 


HIGH  SCHOOL  BOARDS 

and 
BOARDS  OF  EDUCATION 

Are  authorized  by  law 
to  establish 

Industrial, 

Technical  and 

Art  Schools 

With  the  approval  of  the 
Minister     of     Education. 


T^\AY  and  Evening  Classes  may 
■•— '  be  conducted  in  accordance 
with  the  regulations  issued  by  the 
Department  of  Education. 

nPHEORETICAL  and  Practical 
■*-  Instruction  is  given  in  various 
trades.  The  schools  and  classes 
are  under  the  direction  of  an 
Advisory  Committee. 


A  PPLICATION  for  attendance 
■**■  should  be  made  to  the  prin- 
cipal of  the  school. 


COMMERCIAL  Subjects,  Man- 
ual Training,  Household  Science 
and  Agriculture  and  Horticulture 
arc  provided  for  in  the  Courses  of 
Study  in  Public,  Separate,  Contin- 
uation and  High  Schools  and  Col- 
legiate Institutes  and  Vocational 
Schools  and  Departments. 


Copies  of  the  Regulations  issued  by 
the  Ontario  Department  of  Education 
may  he  obtained  from  the  Deputy 
Minister  of  Education. 


Free  Speech 

(Continued  from  page  26) 
it  done,   and  go  to  jail — to  find  him,  of 
course  I   mean.     That  is  likely  where  he 
will  be  by  that  time. 

Foolishly  yours, 
Jane  Wallace  Mortimer. 
Until  the  end  of  August,  address: 
Miss  J.  W.  Mortimer, 
c  o  Dr.  Collins, 
The  Glades,  New  Brunswick, 
Canada. 

*  *         * 

Doubtful  Compliment 

Toronto, 
Goblin,  August  7th,  1928. 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Your  burlesque  number  was  a  cracker- 
jack,  but  there  was  one  thing  missing — 
you  should  have  included  a  burlesque  of 
Goblin.  But  then,  I  suppose,  if  you  ex- 
aggerated the  style  of  art  work  any  more, 
it  would  be  just  too  woozly  for  words, 
and  it's  the  words  underneath  that  I  like 
best. 

Yours  very  truly, 

A.  E.  Martin. 

*  *        * 

Fame  at  Last 

Toronto  August,   1928. 
Goblin,  Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Congratulations!  I  knew  you  would 
come  through.  Ever  since  you  were  a 
pup  I  have  said  "Watch  that  publication, 
it  is  headed  for  Fame."  And  now  look 
at  it.  Success  at  last.  Yes,  sir,  it  cer 
tainly  made  me  happy  to  see  that  you 
have  achieved  mention  in  the  editorial 
pages  of  Hush.  My  lid  is  off  to  you. 
Sincerely, 

Jasper  Barnes. 

*  *        * 

A  Suggestion 

Hamilton, 

August  15th,  1928. 
The  Editor, 

Goblin. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  enjoyed  your  last  issue  very  much, 
but  one  of  us  is  very  dense,  and  I  'm  feeling 
fine.  How  are  you?  A  couple  of  your 
wise  cracks  I  simply  cannot  get.  May 
I  suggest  that  you  bring  out  an  issue  for 
us  literal-minded  guys  with  the  answers 
in  the  back. 

Sincerely  yours, 

J.  R.  Parks. 

Anecdote 

90  Guignes  Avenue, 
Ottawa,  August  1st,  1928. 
Goblin  : 

I've  known  this  little  "mot"  for  lo! 
these  years  and  often  had  the  impulse  to 
tell  you  or  someone  and,  so  often,  sup- 
pressed the  urge.  But  now  we  need  the 
two  bucks  which  are  said  to  be  paid  for 
such  as  this. 

A  certain  army  chaplain  (1915-16), 
whose  name  is  quite  well  known  in  some 
parts  oi  Ontario,  and  who,  by  the  way, 
is  (or  was)  rather  a  prohibitionist,  was 
observed  late  one  night  coming  into  the 
dugout  on  all  fours,  mumbling  "The 
wages  of  sin  is  death,  but  the  wages  of 
the  Canadian  Expeditionary  Force  is  only 
a  dollar  and  fifteen  cents  a  day,  by  heck! 
Selah!" 

There  are  scores  of  Canadian  readers 
who  will  recall  this  incident  and  laugh, 
for  he  was  a  "jolly  good  fellow"  and  may- 
hap will  become  aware  of  this  little  ripple 
on  the  tide  for  the  first  time  himself. 

L.  McCurdy. 


LOOK! 

THE 

"Magic  Ground" 

FOR  RADIO 

Satisfaction  Guaranteed 
or  Money  Refunded 

Simple  to  install — Increases 

volume — and  brings  in 

the  distant  places. 

Get  yours  and  enjoy 
real  radio  reception 

Original  idea  used  by  amateur 
in  Western  States  and  through 
which  he  got  Australia,  London, 
etc.,  on  a  3-tube  set. 

Order  now  $3.00  post  paid. 
MAIL  SALES  CO. 

200  Concord  Ave.,  Toronto 

Enclosed  find  $3.00,  for  which  send 
me  one  "MAGIC  GROUND." 

Signed 

Address 
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The  UX-201B 
Radiotron 


Price  $2.50 


Cuts  in  Half 

the  Cost  of  your 

"A"  Battery 

Charging 

Ask  your  dealer  about  this 
BETTER  tube  that  con- 
sumes only  half  the  fila- 
ment current  required  by 
the  standard  UX-201A. 
Can  be  used  in  all  sets 
with  standard  socket 
bases  with  slight  change. 

Other  Westinghouse   Radiotrons 
UX-1-1B,    the    power    amplifier 
companion    to    UX--OIB. 
UX-201A,    WX-25,    UX-171A. 
AC  tubes,  UX-220,  UY-227. 

MADE  IN  CANADA  BY 

Westinghouse 

PIONEERS  IN  RADIO 


t 


kasacakeer; 


'  WOPVFR 


♦      <► 


OFFERS  UNUSUAL  OPPORTUNITIES 

Many: OCA  students'arersuccessfully 
employed  creating  Advertising  Designs 
and  Illustrations,'. Interior  Decorating, 
Sculpture.  Metal  Work,  Stained  Glass, 
Jewtlery,  and  other  highlypaidlwork. 

ONTARIO  COLLEGE  of  ART 

CRANGE  PARK,  TORONTO 

DAY  AND  EVENING  CLASSES  REOPEN  OCT. 
WRITE    FOR  PROSPECTUS   OR    PARTICULARS 


Bovril 

is  both 

nutritious 

and 

delicious 

100 


G-r-r-r-r-r 

Brantford, 

August  10th,  1928. 
The  Editor, 

Goblin  Magazine. 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

What's  the  matter  with  R.T.L.?  He's 
getting  genial  and  more  genial.  Time 
was  when  I  used  to  like  to  hear  him  rip- 
ping into  one  or  other  of  our  demagogues 
with  iconoclastic  zeal.  His  article  about 
Ferguson  some  time  ago  was  sweet 
enough,  but  the  Thornton  article  is  a 
mash  note.  For  goodness  sake  see  that 
he  gets  lumps  in  his  mashed  potatoes.  I 
like  him  best  when  he's  mean  and  nasty. 
Yours,  etc., 
Margaret  Montgomery. 

*  *        * 

That  Was  No  Lady,  That  Was 
a  Subscriber 

London,  Ont., 

August  13th,  1928. 
Goblin  Magazine, 

Toronto. 
Gentlemen : 

Please  cancel  my  subscription  to  your 
vulgar  paper  at  once.      I   am  a  lady,  but 
after  reading  the  last  couple  of  issues  of 
Goblin  I  feel  less  like  one. 
Yours  very  truly, 

(Miss)  J.  R.  Norris. 

*  *        * 

One  of  Nature's  Noblemen 

Toronto,  Ont. 
Goblin, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

For  good,  clean  fun  at  its  best,  your 
last  issue,  the  Burlesque  Number,  takes 
the  cake.  In  it  you  fulfil  your  real  pur- 
pose, brilliant  satire.  My  subscription 
runs  out  this  month.  Please  renew  it 
and  send  me  the  bill. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Peter  Graham. 

*  *        * 

Men  Only 

Goblin  Magazine. 
Dear  Editor: 

Bringing  to  mind  the  Movie  Contest. 
I  am  only  a  garbage  man's  daughter  with 
a  Paris  education,  but  I'll  lay  aside  my 
college  vocabulary  to  tell  you  about  my 
husband,  and  to  beseech  you  for  Goblin's 
sake  to  take  heed  to  my  petition. 

For  as  I  was  saying.  I  have  a  peach  of 
a  husband — he  is  the  cat's  pajamas,  same 
colour  too — has  beautiful  wavy  hair, 
artistically  curled  eye-lashes,  and  the 
most  wonderful  of  chocolate-brown  eyes; 
the  heaviest  brow-hair,  black  as  the 
darkest  ebony.  And  talk  about  the  skin 
you  love  to  touch!  Yes.  all  this,  but  alas! 
no  trip  to  Hollywood,  and  now  I  ask  you, 
ain't  it  a  shame? 

I  ought  to  remain  reticent,  for  some 
non  compos  mentis  knocker,  their  ailment 
caused  by  lack  of  gob  humour,  migh  t 
hurt  my  sensitive  feelings  and  take  more 
revenge  on  poor  old  Goblin.  But, 
Editor  dear,  it  lies  in  your  sympathetic 
and  altruistic  nature  to  come  to  our  aid. 

Give  us  more  and  more  of  Goblin,  let  it 
rise  above  such  petty  insults,  let  us  have 
more  of  this  gloom  chaser  and  balm  for 
hurt  minds,  and  thus  saving  it  from  these 
soul-interpreting  goodie-goodies.  Let's 
have  another  puzzle  as  a  peace  offering, 
and.  last  and  first,  a  Movie  Contest  for 
"Men  Only."      How  about  it? 

(Mrs.)  I.  A.  Ruz, 
Sykesville,  Md. 

August  21st,  1928. 


Original 
Drawings 

From  G9BL1N 

By  Well  Known  Artists    | 

GOBLIN  has  on  haul  hundreds  of 
original  drawings,  used  recently, 
which  <"in   be  pur<  ha sed  as  low 
as  From  $1  to  $5  apiece.     Theseinclude 
pen   md  ink.  wash.  .  han  oal  and  pem  il 
sketi  in-  and  make  \  ery   nice  pii  I  ures 
for  framing.     They  can  be  seen  at  any 
ii  9  to  S  at  I  he  <  roblin  Offices, 
;    Adelaide  SI  reel .  Toronto. 

For  people  living  outside  Toronto: 

It  you  will  write  us.  mentioning  the 
Goblin  arti  I  you  prefer  and  the 
numbei  of  originals  -you  wish,  we  will 
maki  i  election  for  you  and  mail 
them  I    'id. 
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Be  sure  and  Bring  Blends' 

that  new  cigarette 
in  the  yellow  package 
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BritishGonsols 

BLENDS 


WRIGLEYS 


A  treat  in  the  Peppermint- flavored 
•ugar-coated  jacket  and  another  in 
the  Peppermint-flavored  gum  inside— 
utmost  value  in   long- lasting   delight 


3  handy  packs  $$ 
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The    Headline    Writer    in    the 
Library 

SLING  SHOT  KILLER  ON 
RAMPAGE.  LAST  REPORT 
GOLIATH  WILL  NOT 
RECOVER. 

INDIGO  WHISKER  FIEND 
UNMOVED  VIEWING  GAR- 
MENTS   OF     EIGHT     WIVES 

"Serves    Them    Right    for 
Peeking" 
BLUEBEARD  MAKES  COURT 
ROOM  GASP. 

WOLF  MAN  OUT  AGAIN. 
CITIZENS  IN  TERROR  AS 
ASSYRIAN  LEAVES  FOLD. 

COMPANIONS  DESERT  BOY 
AS  SHIP  BURNS.  SUICIDE 
PACT  SUSPECTED  IN  CASA- 
BIANCA  CASE. 

TINY  TOT'S  GRUESOME 
FIND.  SKULL  UNEARTHED 
BY  PETERKIN  SCHMALTZ. 
WATERLOO  RELIC,  SAY 
SAVANTS. 

NERO,  HUMAN  TORCH 
MANIAC,  VICTIM  OF  FIDD- 
LIANAS  COMPLEX,  DECLARE 
ALIENISTS. 

HIJACKER  ACQUITTED. 
ROBIN  HOOD  RECEIVES 
CONGRATULATIONS.  FRIAR 
TUCK,  ACCOMPLICE,  GETS 
STIFF  FINE. 

BARGE  LOVE-NEST  SCAN- 
DAL. ANTONY  AND  CLEO- 
PATRA SNUB  REPORTERS. 
COMPANIONATE  MARRIAGE 
HINTED. 

MADAME  DU  BARRY  DENIES 

RUMOURS. 

"Back  Stairs  Gossip,"  she  cries. 

LOUIS    SAID    TO    BE    STILL 

FRIENDLY. 

NOTORIOUS  GANGSTERS 
ESCAPE  CAPTURE.  ALIBABA 
CALLED  STOOL  PIDGEON. 
ALL  JARS  TO  BE  SEARCHED. 
LIQUOR  COMMISSION 
SILENT. 


M.    B. 


BODINGTON. 

* 


"Ah,  a  loose  washer,"  said  the 
plumber  as  he  watched  a  window 
cleaner  fall  from  the  seventeenth 
storey.  — Stone  Mill. 


"Can  you  tell  me  the  name  of  the 
animal  I  have  just  shot?" 
"Yes.     It  is  Mr.  Durand!" 

— Moustique,  Charleroi. 

*  *        * 

The  Loss 

"Too  bad  that  sword-swallower 
died." 

"Yeah,  ain't  it.  Now  I've  gotta 
find  another  place  to  put  my  used 
razor  blades." 

—  Voo  Doo. 

*  *        * 

"You're  fat." 

"Well,  in  the  best  places  they 
say  one  is  stout." 

"Well,  in  the  best  places  you're 
fat." 

—Brown  Jug. 

*  *        * 

A  Smile 

AT  a  dinner  party  which  we  at- 
tended the  other  night,  the 
talk  drifted,  so  naturally,  to  poli- 
tics. One  Hooverite,  waxing  elo- 
quent aboutwhathe  termed  the  fear 
of  the  leaders  that  Hoover  would 
win  the  nomination,  said  that  the 
leaders  were  about  as  desperate  as 
the  two  darkies  huddled  under  a 
gum  tree  down  South  during  a  vio- 
lent spring  thunderstorm.  "Ras- 
tus,  can  yo'  pray?"  asked  the  one. 
"No,  Sambo,  Ah  never  prayed  in 
mah  life."  "Well,  cain't  yo'  sing  a 
hymn?"  "No,  suh,  Sambo,  doan 
know  no  hymn."  Just  then  light- 
ning struck  a  tree  nearby  and  the 
two  ebony  gentlemen  almost  turn- 
ed white.  Sambo  was  the  first  to 
find  his  voice,  and  turned  to  his 
companion.  "Well,  see  here,  Ras- 
tus,  sumpin  religious  got  to  be  done 
mighty  sudden.  S'posen  yo'  pass 
roun'  de  contribution  box!" 

— Chelsea  Evening  Record. 
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Tragedy 

On  the  concert  programme  of 
one  of  the  larger  orchestras  not 
long  since  was  Beethoven's  "Leon- 
ore''  overture,  the  two  climaxes  of 
which  are  each  followed  by  a 
trumpet  passage  offstage.  The 
first  climax  came,  but  not  a  sound 
from  the  trumpet. 

The  conductor,  considerably  an- 
noyed, went  on  to  the  second. 
Again  there  was  silence.  This 
time,  the  overture  being  finished, 
he  rushed  into  the  wings. 

There  he  found  the  trumpet 
player  still  arguing  with  the  house 
fireman. 

"I  tell  you,  you  can't  play  that 
thing  back  here!"  the  latter  was 
saying.  "There's  a  concert  going 
on." 

— New  Yorker. 


"I  can't  think  h°u>  you  can  make 
such  lovely  statues." 

"Quite  simple.  I  take  a  piece  of 
marble   and   chip  away  all  I  don't 

want."  — Moustiquc,   Charleroi. 

*  *        * 

Pretty 

Kind  Old  Gentleman:  "Did 
urns  break  'um  little  dolly? 

Sweet  Child:  "Yes;  why  the 
hell  do  they  make  the  damn  things 
so  fragile,  anyway?" 

— Record. 

*  *        * 

We  have  just  thought  up  a 
bullet-proof  way  to  get  rid  of  the 
cat  that  always  comes  back.  First, 
take  a  long  walk;  the  cat  will 
naturally  follow.  Walk  all  day 
without  stopping  for  meals.  The 
kitty  will  work  off  all  its  surplus 
avoirdupois,  fading  away  to  a  mere 
shadow  of  its  former  self.  Now, 
put  the  pussy  in  a  dark  room  and 
turn  out  the  light.  Obviously,  the 
shadow  will  disappear. 

(Patent  applied  for.)        — Dirge. 


oA  Jree  19-Cup  Trial  of 
SALADA  Orange  Vekoe 

Let  us  introduce  you  to  a  new  delight  in 
tea  drinking  that  you  never  dreamed 
possible.  Women  from  all  over  Canada 
are  writing  to  us  asking  to  try  this  won- 
derful new  blend,  Salada  Orange  Pekoe. 

All  you  have  to  do  is  to  write  your 
name  and  address  on  this  advertisement 
and  send  it  to  the  Salada  Tea  Company  of 
Canada  Limited,  461  King  St.  W.,  Toron- 
to. We  will  immediately  mail  to  you  a 
iq-cup  trial  package  of  Salada  Orange 
Pekoe  Blend  for  you  to  test  at  our  ex- 
pense.  We  will  also  send  you  the  folders, 
"Orange  Pekoe,  What  this  much-used 
term  means  to  the  Tea  Drinker,"  and 
"The  Art  of  Correct  Tea  Making." 

Salada  Orange  Pekoe  sells  in  all  parts 
of  Canada  for  85c.  per  lb. 


"SALADA" 

TEA 
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MANY  TORONTO  PEOPLE 
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of 

QTEllENOX 

3  minutes  to  New  Peace  Bridge  between  Canada 
and  Buffalo.     22  miles  to  Niagara  Falls. 

Picturesque,  restful   location,    Hotel 

Lenox  is  near  best  shops  and  theatres. 

Distinctive,  fireproof.     Good  garage. 

FAMOUS  FOR  FOOD 

Single  Rooms,  $2  to  $5  ;  Double,  $3  to  $7  ; 

A  Suite  with  bath  for  your  family,  $7  up. 
Write  for  free  road  maps,  and  hotel  booklet. 

North  St.,  near  Delaware  Ave. 
BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 


Clarence  A.  Mine 


•ident. 


This  Camera  GIVEN 


This  genuine  Hawk-Eye 
Camera  is  given  away 
FREE  (or  selling  only  24 
Waxed  Flowers  at  I  5  cents. 
Send  your  name  and  address 
lor      these     TO-DAY    to 

NeW  Idea  Gift  Co. 
Dept.  C.     Waterford.  OnL 


Acids  in  Stomach 
Cause  Indigestion 

Create  Sourness,  Gas  and  Pain. 
How  To  Treat. 

Medical  authorities  state  that  nearly 
nine-tenths  of  the  cases  of  stomach 
trouble,  indigestion,  sourness,  burning, 
gas,  bloating,  nausea,  etc.,  are  due  to 
an  excess  of  hydrochloric  acid  in  the 
stomach.  The  delicate  stomach  lining 
is  irritated,  digestion  is  delayed  and 
food  sours,  causing  the  disagreeable 
symptoms  which  every  stomach  sufferer 
knows  so  well. 

Artificial  digestants  are  not  needed 
in  such  cases  and  may  do  real  harm. 
Try  laying  aside  all  digestive  aids  and 
instead  get  from  any  druggist  some 
Bisurated  Magnesia  and  take  a  tea- 
spoonful  of  powder  or  four  tablets  in 
water  right  after  eating.  This  sweetens 
the    stomach,     prevents    the     formation 

i>l   <■••. I   and   there  is  no  sourness, 

gas  or  pain.  Bisurated  Magnesia 
in  powder  or  tablet  form — never  liquid 
or  milk]  is  harmless  to  the  stomach, 
inexpensive  to  take  and  is  the  most 
efficient  form  of  magnesia  for  stomach 
purposes.  It  is  used  by  thousands  of 
people  who  enjoy  their  meals  with  no 
more    fear   of   indigestion. 
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A  Panic  in  Hollywood 


[TURING  the  last  few  weeks  re- 
ports have  reached  the  East 
of  a  new  condition  of  affairs  among 
the  motion  picture  stars  of  Holly- 
wood which  may  in  a  short  time 
reduce  some  of  the  greatest  figures 
in  the  cinema  world  to  gibbering 
idiots.  The  following  confidential 
report  of  actual  conditions  has  just 
been  received  from  an  eye  and  ear 
witness  on  the  spot: 

"THERE  is  no  doubt  that  the 
talking  movies  are  driving 
some  of  our  highest  priced  actors 
and  actresses  into  a  panic.  The 
Movietone,  Vitaphone  and  kindred 
inventions  are  proving  so  success- 
ful that  the  movie  artists  are  wor- 
ried as  they  were  never  worried 
before.  Whether  they  can  meet 
the  situation  successfully  remains 
to  be  seen,  but  one  must  give  them 
credit  for  facing  it  with  brave 
fronts. 

Los  Angeles  is  now  the  world 
headquarters  for  vocal  teachers. 
Each  train  brings  hundreds  into 
the  city  and  the  railroads  are  plan- 
ning the  addition  of  several  new 
tracks.  Anyone  who  knows  how 
to  speak  will  find  representatives 
of  the  panic-stricken  stars  waiting 
to  board  Hollywood-bound  trains 
as  far  away  as  Kansas  City  or  even 
Chicago.  The  vocal  teachers  are 
then  spirited  into  airplanes  and 
rushed  to  secluded  residences  in 
Beverly  Hills  where  every  comfort 
awaits  them.  Of  course,  real 
estate  values  here  have  soared 
again  and  the  building  trade  can- 
not keep  up  with  the  demand  for 
mansions  for  the  newcomers.  Some 
of  the  stars  are  easing  the  housing 
problem  slightly  by  turning  their 
own  homes  over  to  the  voice 
teachers  and  living  themselves  in 
hastily  built  tents  in  obscure 
corners  of  their  estates. 

Perhaps  the  luckiest  of  this  new 
order  of  Hollywood  patricians  is 
Miss  Maud  J.  Hubecker,  former 
teacher  at  Public  School  No.  2, 
Wippsy,  Ohio.  Miss  Hubecker,  a 
charming  little  woman  of  about 
fifty-two,  came  here  last  year  in 
order  to  go  into  the  movies  as  an 
extra  and  work  her  way  to  star- 
dom. Fortune  was  against  her  and 
in  order  not  to  go  back  to  Ohio  by 
freight  train  she  accepted  a  posi- 
tion as  monitor  in  "The  La  Parisian 


Restauranteria,"  one  of  the  smart- 
est of  Hollywood's  studio  district 
lunch  places.  Here  hundreds  of 
the  most  important  players  con- 
gregate daily  and  Miss  Hubecker 
made  many  acquaintances  and 
friendships  by  checking  the  hats, 
coats,  contracts,  etc.,  of  the  actor 
folk. 

Within  a  short  time  Miss  Hu- 
becker's  "Thank  you  very  kindly," 
when  receiving  an  honorarium,  be- 
came known  throughout  the  movie 
district  as  being  definitely  audible. 
Soon  word  spread  that  Miss  Hu- 
becker had  gone  to  school  when  a 
little  girl  and  new  customers  came 
to  the  restaurant  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  her.  A  few  months  ago, 
just  as  the  menace  of  the  talking 
movies  burst  in  all  its  horror  upon 
the  stars  of  the  silent  drama,  a  re- 
porter from  a  San  Francisco  news- 
paper arrived  on  the  scene  one  day 
to  interview  her.  The  interview 
appeared,  stating  that  not  only  had 
Miss  Hubecker  gone  to  school  but, 
to  quote  the  interview,  she  had 
"taught  elocution  and  vocal"  for 
the  last  twenty-three  years. 

THE  next  day  was  an  exciting 
one  for  Miss  Hubecker.  Al- 
though many  of  the  movie  stars 
had  had  the  interview  read  to 
them  at  breakfast  in  their  homes 
and  were  on  their  way  to  the  res- 
tauranteria by  nine  o'clock,  they 
got  there  too  late.  A  casting  agent 
had  already  obtained  Miss  Hu- 
becker's  signature  to  a  contract 
making  him  her  manager  and  was 
on  the  ground  ready  to  offer  her 
services  to  the  highest  bidder. 

At  9.07  a  beautiful  pink  Minerva 
car  arrived  at  the  restauranteria 
carrying  not  only  the  personal 
manager  of  the  exquisite  Florynce 
Dorindo  but  Miss  Dorindo  herself, 
a  vision  of  frantic  loveliness  as  she 
dashed  up  to  the  hat-check  counter. 

"Lookit,"  said  Miss  Dorindo, 
after  the  two  ladies  had  been  in- 
troduced, "give  up  this  restrunt, 
honey,  and  c'me  back  with  me. 
Mr.  Perdee,  my  personul  westren 
manager,  will  sign  a  contrac'  um- 
megiately  for  anythin'  that's  fair." 

"Jist  a  minit,"  interposed  Mr. 
Maxie  Ploon,  Miss  Hubecker's  re- 
presentative. "They's  a  little  mat- 
ter uv  dealin'  with  me  in  con- 
netchin  with  anythin'  havin'  t'  do 


with  Miss  Hubecker's  survusis." 

"I  beg  you  pardin,  I'm  sure," 
said  Miss  Dorindo.  "No  offence 
wuz  meant." 

"And  none  taken,"  said  Mr. 
Ploon.  "This  here  little  lady  is 
bein'  han'led  by  me  thass  all,  an' 
I  natcherly  mus'  ast  fur  pre- 
fessional  courtesies." 

"I  don't  see  how  this  here  is 
gettin'  us  anywhere  at  all,"  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Perdee.  "Suppose  us 
two  gennamun  have  a  little  talk, 
whilst  you  two  ladies  chat  a  little 
in  the  car." 

POURING  the  next  few  minutes 
several  other  automobiles  ar- 
rived with  stars  and  their  personal 
managers.  The  bidding  for  Miss 
Hubecker's  exclusive  services  be- 
came so  intense  that  Mr.  Ploon 
was  obliged  to  make  a  flat  price  of 
three  hundred  dollars  an  hour  for 
private  lessons  in  the  forenoons, 
and  accept  for  the  time  being  a 
limited  class  of  students  for  after- 
noon sessions  at  fifty  dollars  an 
hour. 

The  demand  for  instruction  from 
Miss  Hubecker  was  so  great  that 
she  soon  found  herself  earning  ap- 
proximately three  thousand  dollars 
a  day.  She  was  fortunate  in  mak- 
ing long-term  contracts  with  sev- 
eral of  the  stars,  so  that  the  present 
increasing  number  of  teachers  of 
speech  with  its  proportionate  low- 
ering of  fees  has  not  affected  her. 
Anyway,  her  enormous  prestige  as 
the  doyenne  of  her  craft  in  Holly- 
wood would  enable  her  to  ask 
higher  prices  of  new  students  than 
any  other  instructor. 

Her  method  of  work  is  explained 
at  length  in  an  interview  in  the 
current  issue  of  The  Movie  Athen- 
aeum, A  Magazine  of  Cinema  Aes- 
thetic, which  is  published  here  in 
Hollywood.  May  I  quote  from  it? 
'Why,  it's  more  like  play  than 
work,'  said  Madame  Maud  J. 
Hubecker,  founder  of  the  Hu- 
becker System  of  Vocal,  during  a 
moment  of  relaxation  at  the  tea 
and  swimming  party  which  fol- 
lowed the  graduation  exercises  of 
the  first  two-month  class  of  the 
Hubecker  College  of  Speech  in 
Beverly  Hills  last  week. 

'Its  just  too  wonderful  seeing 
all  my  boys  and  girls — for  that's 
all  they  ever  will  be  to  me — going 
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out  into  the  big  world  to  talk  and 
act  at  the  same  time." 

'Just  how  do  you  work,  Mad- 
ame Hubecker?'  asked  the  writer. 
First  I  start  with  spelling. 
When  a  pupil  has  learned  how  to 
spell  some  of  the  simpler  words  I 
teach  him  or  her  how  to  speak 
them.  Some  of  them  could  spell 
several  words  before  I  opened  by 
school,  but  when  it  came  to  pro- 
nouncing them  they  would  get  con- 
fused and  think  that  a  word  like 
"correct"  should  be  pronounced 
"contract."  Things  like  that  were 
going  on  all  over.  The  talking 
movies  of  course  require  reading 
the  words  first,  so  the  spelling  was 
vital.  I'll  show  you  what  I  mean. 
Florynce,  dear!' 

"Miss  Florynce  Dorindo,  the 
ravishing  Supreme-Players-Gold- 
farb  star,  who  was  one  of  Madame 
Hubecker's  first  pupils,  joined  us. 
How  do  you  pronounce  this 
word,  Florynce?'  asked  Madame 
Hubecker  as  she  rapidly  wrote  a 
word  on  a  slip  of  paper.  'Cat,' 
answered  Miss  Dorindo  instantly. 
Am  I  correct?'  'Correct,'  said 
Madame  Hubecker.  Glancing  over 
her  shoulder  the  writer  looked  at 
the  word.  Sure  enough,  it  was 
cat.' 

Florynce  can  pronounce  many 
harder  words  than  that  now,  of 
course,  but  I  just  wanted  you  to 
see  how  my  system  works,'  said  the 
Wizardess  of  Speech.  'She  has 
thousands  of  words  to  say  in  her 
forthcoming  production  of  "Cam- 
ille,"  but  I  know  she  will  be  able  to 
say  practically  every  one  of  them 
perfectly.  She  could  almost  go  on 
the  stage  this  minute,  but  of  course 
her  public  would  never  let  her. 

You  ask  me  how  my  system 
works.  Just  look  at  Raoul  Belk- 
nap, our  screen's  greatest  lover, 
over  there.  He  is  not  making  be- 
lieve that  he  is  reading  that  dip- 
loma. He  is  actually  reading  it.' 
Mr.  Belknap  saw  us  looking  at  him 
and  came  over. 

Oh,  Madame  Hubecker,'  he 
said,  'it  seems  almost  too  good  to 
be  true.  Do  you  really  think  I'll 
be  able  to  talk  like  a  clubman  now, 
and  be  able  to  keep  getting  my 
five  grand  a  week?  I  know  Flor- 
ynce can  spell  out  lots  of  words 
and  say  them  fine,  but  with  we 
(Continued  on  page  42) 
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#"T^  Herbert 

lareYton 

Smoking    Mixture 

Pipe    sessions    abruptly    ad- 
journed— ordinary     tobacco 
too  hot,  parching  and  flavor- 
less. But  Herbert  Tareyton 
■ — ah!    That's   different! 
C-o-o-o-1,  m-i-i-1-d.    Slow- 
burning,     flavorful,    more 
satisfying. 

in  Heavy  Foil  Wra  pper 
Hermetically  Sealed 


There's  SOMETHING about  it  you'll  like/ 
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•MOTHER.  TVE  DECIDED  TO  BE  FEMININE.' 
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Spendthrift 

I  am  a  spendthrift. 

It  will  make  me  glad 
If  they  say  I  spent 

All  I  ever  had. 

It  will  make  me  glad 

If  I  hear  them  say 
I  had  nothing  left 

When  I  went  away; 

If  I  hear  them  say 

That  I  would  not  hoard, 

That  I  squandered  more 
Than  I  could  afford; 

That  I  would  not  hoard 
Knowing  I  could  borrow 

Silver  for  to-day 

And  gold  for  to-morrow; 

Knowing  I  could  borrow — 
I,  the  thriftless  one, 

Silver  from  the  moon 
And  gold  from  the  sun. 

MILDRED   WESTON. 

■f  *  * 

Certain 

"So  your  father  knows  the  exact 
moment  he  will  die,  does  he,  the 
exact  year,  month  and  day?" 

"Yassuh,  he  had  ought  to.  The 
jedge  tole  him." 

Suspicious 

One  bird  enthusiast  whose  hobby  was 
the  house-wren  even  went  so  far  as  to 
take  the  bird's  temperature  every  three 
hours  while  she  was  on  the  nest.  Among 
other  observations  he  discovered  that  the 
mother  bird  left  the  nest  at  2.30  a.m.  and 
did  not  return  until  4.15.  Where  was 
she? — Indianapolis  Star. 

That's    what    we'd    all    like    to 

know. 

*        *        * 

Advice  to  Maidens 

I  am  eighteen  years  old,  have  black 
curly  bobbed  hair,  big  brown  eyes,  which 
I  can  make  snappy  or  dreamy — just  as 
the  occasion  demands;  am  five  feet  two 
and  weigh  one  hundred  and  two.  Have 
olive  complexion  and  am  considered  very 
pretty  by  my  friends.  I  smoke,  dance, 
pet,  and  when  I  want  to  take  a  drink.  I 
have  gone  with  boys  since  I  was  fourteen 
years  old,  and  am  good.  When  I  say 
"hands  off,"  well,  they  know  I  mean  it. 
And  I  am  respected  highly  by  all  my  boy 
friends.  To  prove  that  a  man  doesn't  shy 
away  from  my  type  of  girl,  I  have  an 
average  of  one  proposal  a  week  for  four 
years.  Every  new  man  I  meet  proposes 
to  me.  I  have  never  run  across  but  very 
few  of  the  opposite  sex  who  force  a  kiss 
upon  unwilling  lips.  And  all  you  have  to 
do,  if  they  do,  is  just  draw  back  your 
trusty  right  and  let  'em  have  it  right  in 
the  face. — Letter  to  Love  Story  Magazine. 

First    changing    the    eyes    from 

dreamy  to  snappy. 


NO  other  tobacco 
approaches 
Piccadilly  for  sheer 
pipe-smoking  satis- 
faction. 

In  patent  hermetic  tins 
at  twenty- five  cents. 


PICCADILLY 


The  dash  and  snap  of  the  smartest 

dance  is  in  each  sparkling  glass  of 

O'Keefe's  Dry  Ginger  Ale. 

The     delicacy     of    its    color,    the 

fragrance  of    its  bouquet   and   the 

subtlety  of  its  flavor — all  arc  quite 

entrancing. 

Everywhere    it's   consi  lered    quite 

the    smartest    thing    in    beverage 

refreshment. 


tUfcBjgJ 


GINGER  ALE 
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Diamond  and 

Wedding  Dings 

Why  guess  when 
you  can  know? 


You  remove  all  uncertainty  when  you 
buy  this  Diamond  of  registered  value 
and  warranted  quality.  Each  Bluebird 
Diamond  is  selected  and  appraised  by  an 
expert.  The  price  is  then  sealed  on  it  by 
the  Bluebird  syndicate.  Your  ownership 
is   protected    by   a   registration    number. 

No  other  diamond  in  the  world  offers  such 
security! 


Send  10  cents  in  stamps 
and  the  name  of  your 
jeweller  for  the  fascinating 
booklet  "The  Book  That 
Lovers  Love." 


Registered — The  value  cf  each  Bluebird  Ring 
is  guaranteed,  recorded,  certified  and  even  ident- 
ified by  a  registration  number  in  its  mounting. 

Bluebird  Wedding  Rings  from  $12.00 
Bluebird  Diamond  Rings  from  $25.00 

MAURICE  J.  WALSH,  LIMITED  Sold  only  by 

DEPT.  G,  FEDERAL  Bldg.,    TORONTO  2      Exclusive  Jewellers 


£j    Goblin's  Great  Movie  Contest    gj 
I  Closes  September  8th  | 

M  Winner  Will  Appear  in  Next  Issue  m 


^3 


<Sdff. 
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GOBLIN'S  Great  Movie  Contest  closes  on  the  Eighth 
of  September- — great  interest  is  being  witnessed  as 
the  closing  days  draw  near — many  of  the  candidates  are 
battling  neck  and  neck  for  the  glorious  opportunity  to 
plav  in  the  movies  with  the  well-known  Universal  Film 
Company  of  Universal  City,  California — the  trip  to 
Hollywood  includes  all  the  travelling  expenses  and  a 
guaranteed  salary  of  $100.00  a  week  while  the  winner 
is  working  in  the  picture. 

See  OCTOBER  Issue  for  Name  of  the  Winner 


:sf  jm  txs  rm  ?»$  tm  w?  "•)>$  kv.^  gvs  kv.^  wis  rvx  w?  ">y$  rvs  sws  "m  "m  fm  ?m  rvs  rv$  fax  ?vs  v>rs 


Among  the  New  Books 

Fiction 

Jerome,  or  the  Latitude  of  Love,  by 
Maurice  Bedel  (Vising  Press).  A  young 
Frenchman  tests  his  theory  of  the  tender 
passion.     The  Prix  Goncourt  novel. 

The  Invader,  by  Hilda  Vaughan  (Har- 
per). A  grim  and  well-told  tale  of  an 
English  woman's  experiences  with  some 
unneighbourly  Welsh  sheep-farmers. 

Gettin'  in  Society,  by  George  Blake 
(Harper).  Social  climbing  as  it  is  done 
in  Scotland. 

Apron  Strings,  by  May  Freud  Dicken- 
son (Macaulay).  The  story  of  a  man 
who  let  women  hold  him  down. 

The  Youngest  One,  by  Katherine  Havi- 
land  Taylor  (Doubleday,  Doran).  A 
readable  novel  of  life  in  a  prosperous 
American  rectory,  with  a  brave  and 
charming  heroine. 

Seven  Days  Whipping,  by  John  Biggs, 
Jr.  (Scribner).  An  absorbing  twenty- 
four  hours  in  the  life  of  a  Delaware 
judge. 

Lady  in  Marble,  by  Robert  E.  McClure 
(Doubleday  Doran).  Another  example 
of  what  Pa.ris  can  do  to  Americans. 

The  Runagates  Club,  by  John  Buchan 
(Houghton,  Mifflin).  Interesting  short 
stories. 

Swan  Song,  by  John  Galsworthy  (Scrib- 
ner). The  end,  alas,  of  the  Forsyte 
saga. 

Her  Knight  Comes  Riding,  by  John 
V.  A.  Weaver  (Knopf).  An  undistin- 
guished story  of  a  Brooklyn  typist  with 
champagne  tastes  and  a  beer  environ- 
ment. 

Show  Girl,  by  J.  P.  McEvoy  (Simon  & 
Schuster).  Behind  the  scenes  with  a 
tabloid  heroine,  plus  some  splendid 
satire  on  a  few  of  our  national  weak- 
nesses. 

Farewell  to  Youth,  by  Storm  Jameson 
(Knopf).  Another  instance  of  blaming 
on  the  war  something  which  took  root 
before  it  started.  A  well-told  tale  with 
irritating  characters. 

Extremes  Meet,  by  Compton  Mac- 
kenzie (Doubleday,  Doran).  A  good  tale 
of  the  British  Secret  Service  laid  in  a 
neutral  country  during  the  late  war. 

Early  to  Bed,  by  Wood  Kahler  (Knopf). 
Another  novel  about  a  young  American 
in  Paris,  with  something  new  and  re- 
freshing in  the  line  of  Russian  count- 
esses. 

War  Among  Ladies,  by  Eleanor  Scott 
(Little,  Brown).  Surprisingly  interest- 
ing revelation  of  life  among  teachers  in 
an  English  high  school  for  girls. 

Old  Adam's  Likeness,  by  Lucy  Poake 
Stebbings  (Houghton,  Mifflin).  A  read- 
able story  of  an  American  family,  laid 
in  the  early  years  of  this  century. 

Less  recent: 

The  Woman  Who  Invented  Love,  by 
Guido  Da  Verona.  The  Window,  by 
Alice  Grant  Rosman.  Brook  Evans, 
By  Susan  Glaspell.  The  Death  of 
Society,  by  Romer  Wilson.  Unfor- 
bidden Fruit,  by  Warner  Fabian. 
Georgie  May,  by  Maxwell  Bodenheim. 
Armance,  by  Stendhal,  translated  by 
C.  K.  Scott-Moncrieff.  Shadow  of 
the  Long  Knives,  by  Thomas  Boyd. 
The  Battle  of  the  Horizons,  by 
Sylvia  Thompson.  Way  of  Sacrifice, 
by  Fritz  von  Unruh.  Black  Sparta, 
by  Naomi  Mitchison. 

Mysteries 
Famous  Trials  Series,  edited  by  George 
Dilnot  (Scribner).  A  new  series,  each 
giving  the  story  of  a  crime  and  its  de- 
tection, followed  by  a  verbatim  account 
of  the  court  proceedings.    Five  volumes: 
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The  Peltzer  Case,  by  Gerard  Harry; 
The  Trial  of  Patrick  Mahon,  by 
Edgar  Wallace;  The  Trial  of  Pro- 
fessor Webster,  by  George  Dilnot; 
The  Mysterious  Murder  of  Maria 
Marten,  by  J.  Curtis;  The  Trial  of 
the  Detectives,  by  George  Dilnot. 

The  Fifteen  Cells,  by  Stuart  Martin 
{Harper).  Fifteen  excellent  short  stor- 
ies which  demonstrate  that  every 
criminal  makes  at  least  one  mistake. 

Scissors  Cut  Paper,  by  Gerard  Fairlie 
{Little,  Brown).  All  the  elements  of  a 
good  mystery  yarn. 

The  Six  Proud  Walkers,  by  Francis 
Beeding  (Little.  Brown).  Mr.  Beeding's 
mind  is  fertile  in  the  field  of  crime. 

The  Mystery  of  the  Blue  Train,  by 
Agatha  Christie  (Dodd,  Mead).  If  you 
are  discriminating  about  your  mystery 
stories,  you  don't  have  to  be  told  that 
Agatha  Christie  is  always  good. 

Death  in  the  Dusk,  by  Virgil  Markham 
(Knopf).  Murder  in  Wales,  the  interest 
of  which  is  somewhat  obscured  by  ex- 
cessive atmosphere. 

General 

Adventure,  by  Rosita  Forbes  (Hough- 
ton, Mifflin).    Readable  travel  sketches. 

The  Complete  Works  of  Francois  Vil- 
lon, translated,  with  an  introduction 
by  J.  U.  Nicholson,  illustrated  by  Alex- 
ander King  (Covici,  Friedc).  A  de  luxe 
two-volume  edition  of  the  father  of 
French  verse,  with  biographical  inno- 
vations and  extraordinary  pictures. 

Memories  of  Manhattan,  by  Charles 
T.  Harris  (Derrydale  Press).  Informal 
and  pleasant  recollections  of  the  sixties 
and  seventies,  with  anecdotes,  person- 
alities, and  period  illustrations. 

Less  recent: 

Bambi,  by  Felix  Salten.  The  Cavalier 
of  Tennessee,  by  Meredith  Nicholson. 
The  Son  of  Man,  by  Emil  Ludwig. 
Bryan,  the  Great  Commoner,  by  J.  C. 
Long.  The  Legend  of  Calvin  Cool- 
idge,  by  Cameron  Rogers.  Harold 
the  Webbed,  or.  The  Young  Vikings, 
by  Alfred  Aloysius  Horn  and  Ethelreda 
Lewis.  The  Week-End  Library. 
Houdini's  Life  Story,  by  Harold  Kel- 
lock.  Private  History  of  Emily 
Jane  Bronte,  by  Romer  Wilson. 
Havelock  Ellis,  by  Houston  Peterson. 
Famous  Prize  Fights,  by  Jeffery 
Farnol.  Contemporaries  of  Marco 
Polo,  edited  by  Manuel  KomrofT. 
Rise  of  the  House  of  Rothschild, 
by  Count  Egon  Caesar  Corti.  The 
Intelligent  Woman's  Guide  to 
Socialism  and  Capitalism,  by  Bernard 
Shaw.  Europe,  by  Count  Hermann 
Keyserling. 


My  girl  has  quite  upset  the  dope 
That  fools  the  public  very  much, 

She  doesn't  use  that  fancy  soap 
Yet  has  a  skin  I  love  to  touch. 


Don't  Do  It 

When  the  baby  is  done  drinking,  it 
should  be  unscrewed  and  laid  in  a  cool 
place  under  a  tap.  If  the  baby  does  not 
thrive  on  fresh  milk,  it  should  be  boiled. 

— From  an  adoertisement  in  Children 

— a  magazine  for  parents. 

Something      we       have      always 

wanted  to  do. 


He  Mailed  a  Coupon 

Like 
This 


***and  it 
Brought  Him 

1129  Cool  Shaves/ 

from  One  Sinqle  Blade/ 


OF 


SHARPENS  ANY  MAKE 
RAZOR  BLADE 

KRISS-KROSS  works  on  practic- 
ally any  safety  razor  blade,  single 
or  double  edge  (except  Durham) 
and  puts  new  life  into  them  a 
surprising  way. 


Another  triumph  for  KRISS-KROSS-The 
Amazing;  Shaving  Invention  That  Makes  Old 
Razor  Blades  Keener  Than  New!  Mr.  T. 
Liddle,of  Illinois,  writes: — "I  have  been  using 
one  of  your  strappers  since  May,  1924.  I 
shave  every  morning  and  am  STILL  ON 
MY  FIRST  BLADE!" 

■^0  wonder  KRISS-KROSS  marks  such  a  radical  in- 
•'-^'  crease  in  shaving  comfort  and  economy.  For  now 
at  last  it  has  captured  a  secret  that  has  baffled  inven- 
tors for  years.  Reproduces  barber's  flip-flop  diagonal 
stroke  with  more  than  human  accuracy.  Gives  any 
safety  razor  blade  the  keenest  cutting  edge  its  steel 
can  take  I  And  in  11  seconds  you  are  ready  for  the 
slickest  shave  of  your  entire  careerl 


SPECIAL   ADVERTISING  OFFER 

Right  now — to  advertise  KRISS-KROSS — we  are 
making  an  exceptional  offer  of  a  surprising  new  kind  of 
razor  FREE  to  every  new  booster  for  KRISS-KROSS1 
This  "mystery  razor"  is  absolutely  unique  (really 
three  razors  in  one)  and  cannot  be  bought  in  stores. 
Find  out  about  it  to-day.  Send  the  coupon  above  for  details  of  free  offer 
and  illustrated  explanation  of  KRISS-KROSS.    No  obligation.     Mail  it  nowl 

CANADIAN  KRISS-KROSS  COMPANY 

39  Wellington  St.  E.  Toronto  2,  Ont. 


AGENTS!      $30 

KRISS-KROSS  pays  as  high  as 
$30  a  day  and  more  to  men  who 
are  willing  to  act  as  our  represent- 
atives in  their  home  localities. 
Spare-time  workers  often  earn  $6- 
Sl  2  extra  an  evening. 


A      DAY      AND      UP 

Generous  bonus  and  commissions 
— requires  no  capital  to  start — and 
is  paying  others  as  high  as  $5,000- 
$7,500  a  yearl  Investigate  now! 
Check  bottom  line  of  coupon  above 
for  details.     Mail  it  to-dayl 


This  Space  for  Autographs 


"Should  Auld  Acquaintance  be  Forgot!" 

— SCOTCH  SONG. 
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If  you  have  a  natural  talent  for  draw- 
ing, you  have  a  priceless  gift  that  is  given 
to  but  few  men  or  women.  By  all  means 
take  steps  to  develop  it  before  the  years 
fly  by  and  it  is  too  late. 

Write  today  for  the  new  illustrated 
catalogue  describing  the  Art  Courses  of 
the  International  School  of  Art.  These 
courses  are  complete  and  practical  and 
they  have  been  the  means  of  helping 
many  men  and  women  to  achieve  out- 
standing success  as  illustrators,  cartoon- 
ists, commercial  artists,  and  designers. 
Mail  Coupon  for  Free  Booklet 


s«r 


mW 


^iv&my 


sms 


,v.  --,-;■ 


INTERNATIONAL     SCHOOL    OF    ART 

Associated  with  the 

International    Correspondence     Schools 

Canadian    Limited 

Dept,    1985-B  Montreal,  Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me 
full  details  of  your  home-study  courses  in 
Q  Commercial  Art  □  Cartooning 

□  Illustrating  Q  Show  Card  Lettering 

Name- „ _ _ 

Address _ 


M?  PEANUT 
REGISTERED 


THE  BEST 
ON  THE  MARKET 

PLAHTERS 

SALTED  PEANUTS 


"Well,  If  You  Insist—" 

"MO,  really,  I  wouldn't  think,  of 
playing.  Haven't  had  a  rac- 
quet in  my  hand  for  years.  You 
four  go  right  on  playing.  ...  I 
haven't  got  any  equipment  any- 
how. I'd  simply  ruin  a  court  with 
these  heels.  .  .  .  You  can?  Well — 
well,  you  people  finish  out  this  set 
and  then  maybe — if  you  insist. 

"I  usually  wear  ten  and  a  halves. 
.  .  .  Nines?  Well,  I  guess  I  can 
squeeze  into  them  with  these  thin 
socks.  Sneaker  sizes  are  always 
bigger,  anyhow.  Fine!  And  now 
— well,  for  heaven's  sake,  Tim,  are 
you  still  using  one  of  those?  I 
didn't  know  they  made  that  model 
any  more!  .  .  .  Say,  who  strung 
this  for  you?  .  .  .  Who?  ...  Oh! 
...  I  can  recommend  you  a  fel- 
low— afterwards.  Remember  to 
remind  me. 

"Shall  we  take  them  on,  Miss 
Perkins?  And  please  excuse  me, 
if  I'm  a  little  rusty.  You  know — 
after  three  years — Do  you  mind  if 
I  hit  a  few  first?  .  .  .  Sorry.  .  .  . 
Oh  .  .  .  My  .  .  .  Sorry  .  .  .  Here's 
one  .  .  .  Just  a  few  more  .  .  .  Sorry 
.  .  .  Here  we  are  .  .  .  Ah!  .  .  .  Now 
we're  off. 

"Too  bad.  You  took  your  eye 
off  it,  I  think.  .  .  .  Oh,  rotten!  .  .  . 
Good  shot,  partner!  .  .  .  Mine!  .  .  . 
Sorry.  I  took  that  because  it  was 
on  your  backhand.  .  .  .  Good  shot. 
.  .  .  Mine  .  .  .  Mine  .  .  .  Shot  .  .  . 
Mine,  mine!  .  .  .  Yours,  partner! 
.  .  .  Too  bad.  I  don't  think  you 
were  covering  that  alley.  .  .  .  I've 
got  it!  .  .  .  Sorry.  You  just  shoo 
me  away,  partner,  if  I'm  playing 
your  side  of  the  court,  won't  you? 
I  get  so  worked  up,  you  know. 

"Your  serve,  partner.  .  .  .  One 
.  .  .  let  .  .  .  let  .  .  .  doubles.  .  .  . 
What?  .  .  .  Why,  of  course  not! 
Take  another?  We  wouldn't  think. 
of  it!  That's  their  point,  partner. 
After  all,  if  we  can't  get  the  ball 
in  four  serves  we  don't  deserve  the 
point.  .  .  .  Sorry!  Ah,  better  fol- 
low your  serve  into  the  net,  part- 
ner— if  it  won't  tire  you  ...  I 
think  if  you  didn't  duck  your  rac- 
quet quite  so  much  .  .  .  Sorry. 
Now  you  get  this  one  and  I'll 
promise  to  get  the  next.  .  .  .  Um, 
try  to  keep  it  away  from  Harry  if 
you  can.  .  .  .  Thirty-all?  Isn't  that 
forty-fifteen?  Let's  see — we  served 
doubles,  then  you  missed  a  volley, 
(Continued  on  page  42) 


The  Center 
of 

New  York's 
Activity 

VV  HEN  you  come  to 
New  York,  you  will  want  to  be  in 
the  center  of  operations,  which 
means  staying  at  the  Belmont. 

The  Grand  Central  Station,  the 
crosstown  and  downtown  sub- 
ways are  at  your  door.  Whether 
it  be  business,  shopping  or 
pleasure,  the  avenues  of  easy 
approach  lead  from  the 
Belmont. 

And  then,  there  is  the  famous 
Belmont  hospitality  which 
makes  your  every  wish  a  com- 
mand to  be  promptly  executed 
by  a  tried  and  faithful  person- 
nel. Living  becomes  a  pleasure 
at  the  Belmont. 


JOHN   McENTF.E  BOWMAN 
President 

ROY  S    HUBBELL 
Manager 


The  Belmont 

Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 

New  York  City 

A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 


Opposite  the 
Grand  Central  Terminal 

"The  Gateway  to  a  Continent" 
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"What  are  you  reading?' 
"What  the  critics  have  to  say  about 
my  latest  burglary.'' 

— Jugend,  Munich. 

*  ^  ^ 

The  Bare  Facts 

Judge  (to  student)  —  You  are 
accused  of  being  drunk  and  un- 
dressing in  a  public  place.  Now, 
what  happened  after  you  took  off 
your  clothes? 

Student — Your  Honor,  I  came  to 
myself. 

— Mountain  Goat. 

*  *        * 

Social  Worker — Mrs.  Gotten- 
baum,  can  you  tell  me  just  how 
many  children  you  have? 

"Vy,  mebbe  I  kin  figger.  Let 
me  t'ink — tree  to  once,  two  to 
twicet.  and  vun  I  dunt  know  how 

many  times."  Life. 

*  *  .      * 

"I  see  in  'Insanity's  Favor'  that 
college  men  are  wearing  suspenders 
and  garters  again." 

"It's  about  time  they  pulled 
themselves  together." 

♦  ♦  # 

"There's  mother's  ashes  in  the 
jar  on  the  mantelpiece." 

"So  your  mother  is  with  the 
angels?" 

"No,  sir;  she's  just  too  lazy  to 
look  for  an  ash  tray." 

— Northwestern  Purple  Parrot. 

*  #        # 

Bootlegging 

'S'matter,  Tommy,  why  so 
peeved?  Only  a  little  while  ago 
you  told  me  that  Patricias  kisses 
were  like  sparkling  wine  drops! 
What  now?" 

(Gloomily)  "Ye-ah,  she's  outside 
now,  mixing  her  drinks!" 

—  Burr. 

*  *        * 

Modern  Justice 

"Oh,  professor,  you  can't  flunk 
me — I'm  insane."  Whirlwind. 


Send  for  your  cow 


CATALOG 


No  one  who  is  about  to  buy  a  marine  motor  should  overlook  this  book. 

The  1  test  designs — cdvanced  engineering  features  — and  exacting  production 
methcds  sre  illustrated  and  expl  lined  in  a  els  in  cut  comprehensive 
m?nner.  Herein  is  fully  described  the  Kerm  th  85  -  125  -  150  HP. 
mcdels — conceded  by  prominent  y  chtsmen  and  le  ding  boat  builders 
to  be  the  most  powerful,  speedy  and  most  efficient  piwar  pi  ints  of  their 
size  on  the  market. 

Send  for  your  copy  to-day.  3   t0    150    HP. 

KERMATH  MANUFACTURING    COMPANY 

5867  Commonwealth  Ave.     -     Detroit,  Mich. 

90  King  St.  West         -  -         Toronto,  Ont 

■A  KERMATH  ALWAYS  RUNS" 


ONE 


taste] 

WILL  TELL  YOU 


ONE  TASTE  Will  tell 
you  what  mellow 
smoothness  and  fine  fla- 
vour there  is  in  KRAFT 
Cheese.  But  Kraft  is 
more  than  delicious. 
It  is  also  a  body -build- 
ing, energy  -  producing 
food.      It   contains  the 


mineral  salts  and  vita- 
mins so  vital  to  health. 
It  is  good  for  adults  and 
for  children  alike. 
Ask  your  wife  to  have 
KRAFT  Cheese  on 
the  table.  When  she 
serves  it,  she  serves 
the  best! 


KRAFT  <>  CHEESE 


7S 


40 


Goblin 


Cash 


$300.00 


Prizes 


YOU  will  doubly  enjoy  the  cosiness  of  your  Home 
these  cool  Autumn  evenings  if  you  gather  the 
Family  'round  you  and  leisurely  prepare  a  Mac- 
Leanagram  Entry  that  may  Win  First  Prize. 
The  entire  Family  circle  may  help  and  will  greatly 
benefit  from  the  educational  value  MacLeanagrams 
contain.  Your  school-age  children  especially  will 
find  the  preparation  of  a  MacLeanagram  Entry  of 
value  and  assistance  in  their  English  classes. 


MacLeanagrams  are  a  most  fascinating  pastime. 
They  introduce  you  to  a  larger  vocabulary.  Stimu- 
late and  freshen  you  mentally,  after  a  hard  day's 
work — yet  call  for  no  tiring  physical  effort.  The 
full  comfort  of  your  evenings  at  Home  is  fully 
enjoyed  and  MacLeanagram-Hours  will  be  found 
manywise  profitable ; — financially  so,  according  to 
the  Merit  of  your  Entry. 


$300.00 

In  Twenty- Five 
Prizes 


First   Prize  $100.00 

Second    Prize   $    50.00 

Third    Prize    $   25.00 

Fourth    Prize    $    15.00 

Fifth  Prize  $    10.00 

20  Prizes  of  $      5.00 

— Paid  Promptly — 


THE  JUDGES 

Dr.    E.    J.    Pratt,    Professor    of    English,    Victoria    College. 
University   of   Toronto. 

Miss    Pansy    Atkins,    teacher    and    well-known    writer    on 
children's   topics,   Toronto. 

J.    Herbert    Hodgins.    special    feature    writer    and    financial 
expert,   Toronto. 


The  Decision  of  the  Judges  will  be  final  and  absolute,  and 
in  case  of  a  difference  of  opinion,  The  Concise  English 
Dictionary    (Annandale)    will    be   used    as    the    final    arbiter. 

This  Coupon  Must  Accompany 
Your  Entry   Properly   Filled   In 


MacLeanagram  Editor  FWS/68 

MACLEAN'S  MAGAZINE  Gob. 

Toronto  2,  Ont. 

I  attach  my  entry  to  your  MacLeanagram  for 

words  made  from  letters  in  the   name   C.   L. 

McFARLANE. 

No.  of  words  listed  

For    the    enclosed    $2.00    send    MACLEAN'S 
MAGAZINE  for  one  year  to 


Name 


Occupation 

Address 

New  or  Renewal 


Entrant 
Address.. 


For  the  largest  list  of   correct   words   to   be 
made  from  the  letters  in  the  name* 

C.  L.  McFarlane 


Clause  6  of  the  Rules  is  a  splendid  indication 
of  what  is  required  to  prepare  a  MacLeana- 
gram Entry.  The  other  clauses  must  also  be 
observed  to  the  letter,  of  course;  so  you 
should  read  the  Rules  carefully  before  you 
start — they  are  brief,  simple  in  application, 
and  will  be  found  very  helpful. 
Use  a  Dictionary  and  be  sure  each  word  in 
your  Entry  is  listed  alphabetically  to  the 
last   letter. 

Hand-  or  type-written  Entries  are  equally 
eligible,  and  examination  of  them  will  be 
made  the  easier  if  they  are  arranged  in 
columns. 

Only  the  letters  in  the  Key  Name  may  be 
used,  of  course,  and  it  will  help  you  a  lot  to 
set  up  a  guide  as  to  how  often  each  may 
appear  in  a  correct  word,  viz:  A/2,  F/l,  N/1, 
etc. 
Each  letter  in  the  Key  Name  may  be  used  as 


often  as  possible,  in  different  words;  the  use 
of  a  letter  not  in  "C.  L.  McFarlane"  will 
make  a  word  incorrect — while  a  letter  may 
appear  as  often  in  a  correct  word  as  it  is 
used   in  the   Key  Name. 

An  Entry  containing  incorrect  or  doubtful 
words  will  not  be  disqualified,  but  they  will 
be  taken  into  account  in  determining  the 
Winners. 

Some  of  these  words  are  correct,  and  some 
are  not:  "car,"  "early,"  "llama,"  "meal." 
"raffle."  A  moment's  study  will  classify 
them  and  show  you  how  simple  the  game  is 
— yet  fascinatingly  entertaining  to  a  degree. 
A  moment's  study  of  the  Key  Name  itself 
will  conjure  up  in  your  mind  many  words 
that  may  be  constructed  off-hand;  the  Dic- 
tionary will  verify  them,  and  lead  you  to 
more.  Almost  before  you  know  it,  an  Entry 
is  started — completed,  and  on  its  way  to 
possibly    Win    the  $100.00    Cheque. 


Each  MacLeanagram  Complete  in  Itself 
Only  MERIT  Wins  the  Money 
No  Entrants  Barred  from  Winning  Any  Prize  on  Account  of 
Previous  Prizes  Won. 

Entries  Close  October  1st 

Those  postmarked  after  that  date  will  not  be\considered 
in  Awarding,  the  Prizes. 

MAIL  YOURS  EARLY 

Winners  will  be  announced  in  MacLean's  Magazine  as  soon  after 

October  1st  as  possible. 

Read  These  Simple  Rules  Carefully 


1.  Entries  will  not  be  accepted  without  the 
Official  Coupon  or  through  Sales  Representa- 
tives. 

2.  Anyone,  other  than  an  employee  of  Mac- 
Lean's  Magazine  or  The  MacLean  Publishing 
Company,  Limited,  and  members  of  their 
immediate  families  is  eligible  to  compete  for 
the  Prizes  offered. 

3.  Entrants  must  send  with  their  Entry,  a 
new  or  renewal  subscription  for  themselves 
or  one  of  their  family  resident  at  the  same 
address,  or  a  subscription  secured  from  some 
other  person  and  paid  for  by  that  other 
person  of  $2.00  for  one  year1  to  MacLean's 
Magazine.  Entrants  paying  for  other  than 
their  own  or  their  family's  subscription  will 
be  disqualified. 

4.  The  number  of  words  listed  must  be 
totaled,  shown  on  the  Coupon,  and  the  lists 
prepared  in  strictly  alphabetical  order  to  the 
last   letter. 

5.  All  Entries  to  this  MacLeanagram  to- 
gether with   the   subscription  payments  must 


be  mailed  by  Entrants  at  their  post-offices 
not  later  than  October   1st. 

6.  In  determining  the  Winners,  only  print- 
able and  recognized  words  of  the  English 
language  will  be  counted.  Do  not  use  obso- 
lete words,  abbreviations,  contractions,  apos- 
trophes, plurals,  combined  forms,  prefixes, 
or  suffixes.  Do  not  use  proper  names. 
Words  spelled  alike,  but  carrying  different 
meanings  will  only  be  counted  as  one  word. 
Unintelligible  words  will  be  disqualified  as 
well  as  words  changed  or  corrected.  Incor- 
rect or  doubtful  words  will  not  disqualify 
your  entry,  but  will  be  taken  into  account 
in   determining   the   Winners. 

7.  MacLean's  Magazine  reserves  the  right 
to  disqualify  any  Entry  for  any  reason 
deemed   sufficient   by  it. 

8.  No  discussion  can  be  entered  into  by 
correspondence,  telephone  or  otherwise,  re- 
garding MacLeanagrams,  and  all  Entrants 
are  understood  by  the  fact  of  their  Entry 
to  agree  to  accept  as  final  the  published 
Decision. 


HAVE  YOU  HAD  YOUR  COPY  OF    "THE  TRUTH  ABOUT  THE  WAR"? 
ASK  FOR  ONE  IN  SEND  ING  IN  YOUR  ENTRY. 
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Paradise 

f")H,    I'd  like   to   be   a   hermit  on  a   tiny   tropic   isle 
Where    the    soothing    breezes    murmur    and    a 
tan's  the  only  style; 
Where  you  feast  upon  bananas,  when  they  ripen  near 
at  hand, 
And  the  total   population   is  the   bushes,  you   and 
sand. 

Where  the  only  occupation  is  to  sit  beneath  a   tree 
And  to  count  the  bounding  billows  as  they   form 
upon  the  sea, 
Or   to   watch   the   clouds   a-drifting   and    to   make   a 
rough  surmise 
On   the  number,   shape  and    color  of    the  ones  in 
other  skies. 

If  the  place  is  in  existence  I  am  sure  beyond  a  doubt 
Some   dynamic    real   estater   has   the   whole   thing 
plotted  out, 
And  he's  covered  it  with  billboards  saying    "Live  in 
Paradise," 
"All    Arranged    for  Monthly    Payments,"    "Come 
and  See  about  the  Price." 

JOHN    COULTHARD. 

*  *  * 

A  Great  Comfort 

A  rich  but  very  eccentric  man  died.  The  clergy- 
man, who  was  young  and  new  to  the  parish,  thought 
it  a  fitting  opportunity  to  call  and  comfort  the  widow. 
"You  must  not  grieve,"  he  told  her.  "The  body  that 
lies  here  is  not  your  husband.  It  is  merely  a  husk,  an 
empty  shell — the  nut  has  gone  to  heaven." 

—  The  Khaki  Call. 

*        #        * 

The  Auto  Laugh 

Policeman  (to  pedestrian,  just  struck  by  hit-and- 
run  driver):    "Did  you  get  his  number?" 

Victim:  "No,  but  I'd  recognize  his  laugh  any- 
where." 

— Life. 

*  *        * 

Seasick    Wife    (to    husband    as    Willy    is    making 
much  noise):    "John,  will  you  please  speak  to  Willy?" 
Husband  (weakly):    "Howdy,  Willy." 

— Mugwump. 


Crisp  autumn  air.  .  . 
tlte  thud  of  a  well- 
kicked  pigskin  .  .  . 
burning  leaves  .  .  . 
chrysanth  emums  ! 


'TToUTHshAST 

Stand** 

Percy  Marks,  author  of  The  Plastic 
Age,  has  written  a  new  college  novel 
which  should  sweep  across  the  coun- 
try just  as  sensationally.  It  is  the 
real  story  of  an  athlete  who  went 
away  to  college  to  get  an  education 
and  not  to  take  part  in  any  outside, 
rah-rah  activities.  Youth's  Last 
Stand  is  its  title.  It  is  daring  and 
true.  It  will  rock  the  foundations 
of  many  athletic  and  social  stand- 
ards in  our  colleges  today.  It  also 
happens  to  be  a  thrilling  story  in 
his  best-seller  manner,  and  a  genu- 
ine publishing  scoop. 

COLLEGE  HUMOR,  during  the 
football  season,  will  have  a  brilliant 
collection  of  short  stories  about  our 
greatest  sport. 

A  NEW  SPORTS  DEPARTMENT 

A  large  department  devoted  to  college 
sports,  for  men  and  women,  is  being  de- 
veloped by  COLLEGE  HUMOR.  It  will  be 
a  forum  for  the  leading  eoaehes,  players 
and  sports  writers  in  American  college  cir- 
cles, and  will  be  edited  by  Joe  Godfrey,  Jr. 
This  magazine  already  numbers  among  its 
contributors  on  sports  such  men  as: 

ALL  STAR  WRITERS 

Rill  Roper  Grantland  Rice 

k.nute  rockne     westrrook  i'egler 
Hob  Zuppke  Major  John  L.  Griffith 

W.  O.  McGeehan  and  Many  Others 

On  Sale  at  all  News-stands 


1050  N.  La  Salle  St. 


CHICAGO 
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Quick  Relief 

Uf    CUTS 


BURNS 
BITES 


D odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

D  odd's 

^Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


aNT|Septic 

•^HEALING^ 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON   BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


W»\ 


. 

SEVERAL   AMUSING    SPECIAL  NUMBERS 

-of- 

C9BLIN 

Li 

lllll 

Are  contemplated  for  the  next  twelve  months 
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One    year            A  SUBSCRIPTION  WILL             Two  years 
$3.00                   INSURE  YOUR  COPY                    $5.00 
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"Well,  If  You  Insist—" 

and — no,  you're  right.  Thirty-all! 
I  was  thinking  of  the  last  game. 

"Mine  ...  I  think  your  footwork 
has  something  to  do  with  it,  part- 
ner .  .  .  Oh,  Miss  Lenhart!  I'm  so 
sorry!  Where'd  it  get  you?  ...  In 
the  eye?  I  hope  it  doesn't  hurt. 
Really  you  mustn't  think  I  slam- 
med it  at  you  intentionally.  You 
see,  I  always  hit  for  the  opening 
and  not  at  either  particular  op- 
ponent. My,  I'm  afraid  that 
raised  quite  a  welt  on  your  eye. 
Still,  it  will  come  down  in  a  couple 
of  days.  .  .  .  Mine  .  .  .  Oh,  pshaw, 
over  the  backstop.  Awfully  sorry. 
Let's  not  look  for  it  now.  Any- 
how it  was  a  pretty  old  ball,  don't 
you  think? 

"Well,  that's  set  for  them,  part- 
ner. Now  let's  show  'em  who's 
really  the  best  team.  .  .  .  You  have? 
That's  a  shame.  And  just  when  I 
was  beginning  to  get  warmed  up." 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 

Event  Leading  Up  to  the 
Tragedy 

"Suddenly  a  man  rushed  out  and 
said  to  me,  'Hands  up,  or  I  will 
blow  your  brains  out.'  ' 

"And  did  he?" 
— Lustige  Kolner  Zeitung,   Cologne. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 

"/  was  on  the  way  to  become  a 
millionaire,  but  progress  ruined  me.'' 

"How  so?" 

"The  boss  installed  a  cash  regis- 
ter." —Pele  Mclc,  Paris. 

#  ♦  sfr 

She  {ranting  in  a  tirade):  "And 
don't  you  dare  come  to  my  room  to- 
night at  55  University  Hall  on  the 
third  floor  to  the  left  of  the  stair- 
way between  9.30  and  10!! 

— W.  and  L.  Mink- 
*        *        * 

A  Panic  in  Hollywood 

(Continued  from  page  33) 
men  it  isn't  so  easy.'     His  teacher 
patted  his  hand  encouragingly. 

'There,  there,  Raoul,'  she  said. 
'We're  going  to  try,  anyway,  aren't 
we?' 

'Yes,  ma'am,'  he  replied,  and 
trotted  off  to  his  car,  still  reading 
his  diploma. 

'I'm  glad  you  didn't  act  that 
way,  Florynce,'  said  Madame  Hu- 
becker. 

'That  don't  mean  the  whole 
thing  isn't  giving  me  needles,' 
Miss  Dorinto  remarked." 

MARC  CONNELLY. 


Why  do  tennis  players  change  sides? 


'  I  *HE  light  on  the  tennis  court  is  usually 
more  favorable  on  one  side  than  the 
other.  Glare  or  shadows  affect  a  player's 
judgment.  In  match  play,  sides  are  changed 
to  equalize  conditions. 


You  can't  change  sides  in  your  home.  If  glare 
and  shadows  are  permitted,  eyestrain  is  sure 
to  result.  But  you  can  obtain  soft,  well-dis- 
tributed light  by  using  Edison  Mazda  Lamps. 
The  Inside  Frosting  lets  through  abundant 
light. 


EDISON  MAZDA 
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LAMPS 

A    Canadian    General     Electric     Product 


BCVERTOV^ 


% 


of  course 


The  high  standard  of  value  and  appear- 
ance demanded  by  owners  of  "Town  Car" 
and  "Gadabout"  alike,  is  fully  met  by 
Silvertowns,  the  tires  with  a  background 
of  half  a   century   of   public   confidence. 

Siloerlown  Tires  are  made  by  the  Canadian 
Goodrich    Company    of   Kitchener,    Ontario. 


Goodrich 

ilvertown 

Cord  Tires 

—  Jlnd  Jhcy  CostJSJrigve 


